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	1. Chapter 1: Combat Medic

**Hey readers, just thought I'd say a few things before this gets started. I am writing this because I love Halo and simply for the story. I'm not good with the technical names and places of stuff so keep that in mind, I also don't know exactly when this takes place. It could be AU but if any one has any ideas on where this could fit in during the Halo time frame feel free to let me know in a review! Anyways, this story has been in my mind for a while and I thought it was time I shared it. Enjoy! **

**Disclamer: I don't own Halo...just my OCs  
><strong>

Chapter 1: Combat Medic

You know how in battle the medics are not supposed to be fired upon by enemy soldiers? Well I can tell you now that the Covenant has either never heard of it or completely disregards that rule. When the base I was stationed at came under attack just a few seconds ago I figured that out first hand as the searing pain of a plasma bolt caught me in the arm. I scrambled to find cover while the light blue and green bolts from the alien guns whizzed over my head and around my body. I guess I was just lucky enough not to get hit again as I found a small space underneath a UNSC Warthog where I could take some cover. It wasn't like they couldn't see the bright Red Cross painted on my helmet and stitched into the arm sleeve of my uniform, so I figured they were ignoring it and I was better off where I was.

I was never very good with a gun. I almost failed out of basic training because I never could hit a target, well I might have hit a few targets but believe me they were always off their mark. I can still remember the sounds of my drill sergeant yelling at me and cussing me out when I'd screw up, which was most of the time.

I was bad with grenades too. I had this arm that always went wild when I'd throw anything. I never hit my mark and sometimes ended up landing a few frags into friendly territory. It's a good thing they weren't live rounds during practice or there would be a lot of injured fellow soldiers instead of just the generally pissed off. It was just another thing for the Sarge to yell at me for. Hell, the only reason they let me stay in is because they were short on volunteers.

Basically I was a lousy soldier and the Sarge couldn't find anything I was good at, so I was made into a combat medic.

I suppose it was the most logical choice. I did have an extensive background in biology, though the fact that it wasn't exactly human biology didn't seem to faze my superiors. As to what kind of biology I was into…let's just say that if you've ever been to a seafood restaurant, well, I studied what the waiter brings to you on the silver platters.

So they trained me up on everything I needed to know. How to dress a particular wound, what to give to a particular patient…you know the basic ease-your-pain-while-you-die-because-I can't-do-much-else for-you type of crap. Everyone knows combat medics aren't real doctors. I can't say I was very happy about being a medic because since I was a little girl I was always terrified of blood and gore. I used to get sick just looking at a minor cut, but after a few years in medic training, you get used to it. After a while I didn't even blink when someone's artery would explode in my face and cover my uniform with blood. You have to desensitize yourself to that if you want to survive and do your job.

So why did I join the marines if all I can do is bitch about it? I ask myself that every day, but I think the answer would be because of a sense of duty to the human race…and the fact that if we don't win this war, we won't even exist anymore. I figured the UNSC could use every man they could get, even a screwed up girl who can't even snipe a still target from a few feet away.

As I lay on the floor of the of the ammunitions room, crammed underneath the Warthog, I wondered why the Covenant was suddenly attacking this quiet and out of the way base and why the hell I wasn't warned about it before I got hit in the arm. This was a totally out of the blue experience for me as I didn't remember ever hearing the alert sirens or receiving word from Major Collens, the officer in charge, about an impending attack. I cursed as I remembered my arm wound and thanked God I had my medical kit with me. I was lucky that I had been on guard duty in the ammunitions room or I probably wouldn't have any of my gear at hand. After I quickly patched myself up I grabbed my sidearm and started to return fire. Not that I did much but draw attention to myself and allow the Covenant to discover my hiding place.

"Damn it, Zoey, you know better than to get in a fight without back up!" I mumbled to myself and looked around wildly to see if any other marines were in the vicinity to come save my ass. The heavy sounds of Covenant boots closed in on my position.

The base was on a planet distant from the Earth and really hadn't had much action from the beginning. I arrived shortly after my training was completed solely because I wasn't much good at anything and they needed an out of the way place to station me. Apparently this particular base was short a medic which made it an ideal place for the military to dump an incompetent soldier like me. As soon as I arrived, however, I found out quick that it was also short in female soldiers. I was alright with it, though, since the base was undermanned and the guys generally stayed clear of me because of my clumsiness and the Major's strict orders on harassment. Still, I often wished for more feminine companionship other than the battle scarred Sergeant Robins and the aggressive Captain Sawyer. You could say I was a little meek compared to them.

It now seemed like the little military base's life was over as hundreds of Covenant were pouring in and slaughtering our meager defenses. Right when I was fresh out of basic too! How could things be worse?

"_I'll tell you how they could be worse" _I thought to myself as the big booted feet of a brute came to a pause in front of my hiding place. I heard him grunt and lift the heavily armored three ton vehicle away from where I lay underneath it. I stared up in shock at the massive, hairy, monster as he tossed the Warthog to the side and seemed to leer down at me like he was certain there was no escape. All I could do was draw out my pistol and realize with anguish that even at point blank range I'd probably miss. Not that a single pistol shot would bother this bastard anyway.

It all happened so fast, but it felt like hours to me as I watched the alien weapon lower down towards my face and at the same time, out of the corner of my eye, caught the flash of another soldier ramming into the brute's side and knocking him off balance. Surprisingly, though my whole body screamed at me to move I could do nothing but lay there, repeating to myself over and over again in my head _oh my god! I was almost killed! _

"Henson! What the hell do you think you're doing! Move your ass, NOW!" I heard my rescuer, Sergeant Robins, yell at me as she came running back from quickly dispatching the brute with marine efficiency.

Her harsh voice woke me from my stupor and I scrambled to my feet and ran like hell after the already retreating Sergeant. Plasma was still flying around us and I was not about to wait around to get hit again. Once we reached the door to the rest of the base, Robins closed it and activated the automatic locks. We could hear the aliens outside, but their leader had been killed and they were in even worse disarray than usual and were trying desperately to reorganize themselves. Robins jerked her head at me in an indication for me to follow and we started off down the long hallway surrounded by blinking warning lights and sparking wires. A sound like thunder resounded from the outside of the base somewhere and made me shiver.

"What do you think you were doing girl?" the sergeant asked me as we walked. "You should have moved or shot at him or something. You're just lucky I came looking for you or you'd be dead."

"You were looking for me?"

"Well, yeah, we need a medic and frankly you're the only one we've got. We lost Genova when the Covenant first hit us. You can at least treat wounds can't ya?"

"Of course," I replied, feeling insulted.

"Just wondering. Didn't look like you could do much of anything from what I saw out there."

I remained silent for a while, she was right of course. I wasn't much good to anyone in battle, but maybe I could make it up to them through my medical skills. I was fresh out of training and I knew all my stuff.

We finally reached a closed off room in the interior of the base and the single guard nodded us through. This was strange because the protocol for guards at the base was at least two at every post. The Major must have decided to break his own rule to help even out the fight. He was there when we entered, the Major I mean, looking very disheveled and weary. His usually pristine uniform was dirty and torn along with the soot filled hair and mud smeared face. He looked up as Robins approached him and stood at attention.

"Sergeant Robins reporting as ordered, sir."

"At ease, it looks as though you've found our missing medic," Major Collens observed, motioning towards me.

"Yes, sir, she was taking cover under a Warthog in the ammunitions room."

Collens nodded and turned, addressing me. "This is our temporary headquarters until we can get rid of the covenant. You will report here when ordered. At the moment I need you in our medical bay, we've got some injured people."

I nodded and prepared to follow him out of the room, slamming into him as he stopped abruptly to dismiss the sergeant. "Not too fast, Corporal," he said to me and then walked out of the room with me tagging along behind.

He was silent while we walked towards the medical bay and it took me several minutes to build up enough courage and ask, "Major, if I may, what happened? Why are the Covenant attacking us and why wasn't there an alert?"

Collens turned his head to look at me a minute and then answered saying, "I would assume you know the answer as to why they are attacking; just because they hate us. There wasn't an alert because no one saw them coming. They used some kind of device to cloak their ships, even our sensors didn't pick them up."

I mused over this awhile and then asked again, "What is the current situation?"

"All the marines we can spare are currently defending this base. We've lost the rest of the planet, though there are no other major cities or outposts other than our base."

"Are we going to make it through this, sir?" I asked quietly after taking in the bad news.

"It doesn't look as though we are. All we can do is hang tight and hope for reinforcements."

By then we had reached the medical room and I was taken aback by the number of wounded that were crammed into the tight quarters. The room itself was dimly lit due to a power outage and the same monotonous blinking lights flashed on and off. It was mostly quiet despite the pain the soldiers must be in. The few who could, lifted their heads upon our arrival and some saluted to the Major. He returned the gestures and then spoke to me again, "I know you are fresh out of training but you are all we have right now. This base wasn't deemed important enough to receive a proper medical staff, and as Robins probably told you we lost our senior medical officer. You're now in charge here, do your best for these men."

I swallowed, and though the weight of the world seemed to come crashing down on my slim shoulders I nodded, "Yes, sir!"

"Good, now get to it and make sure the marines assigned here do everything you ask," he said, and left the room immediately after.

I stood there for awhile, just taking it all in…it was a lot to take in so give me a break. We can't all be perfect soldiers who jump into every assignment right away. Though of course, the moans of the injured, as well as my reputation that needed fixing, finally got me moving and I approached the nearest marine assigned to serve as a "nurse" for information.

So we got to work bandaging open wounds, distributing painkillers, and in the worse cases sometimes removing limbs that had got crushed or disfigured beyond repair. I just thanked God I wasn't squeamish anymore. The biofoam was running low so we reserved that for the worst wounds and relied on good old cloth and fabric for all others. Speaking of that, most of the medical supplies were running low and I knew that if the wounded kept coming in like this and we didn't get reinforcements soon, many would die.

After hours of grueling and bloody work I took a short break, sitting down with my back against the cool wall. The marines I had helped had been very grateful and cooperative despite my many slip ups, I was still new to this but at least I hadn't screwed up too badly and seriously hurt anyone. I think that when you're actually put in a real world situation all the practice and simulations that you thought you'd forgotten just spring into your mind and you know what to do. That's how I felt at least when I realized I had just stitched up a wound with a complicated stitch pattern that I didn't even know I had learned. It's amazing what kind of crap surfaces in your mind when you really need it.

While I was resting there, my mind wandering to a time when I wasn't so tired, a noise louder than the normal bangs and thundering rolls I had been hearing resounded through the base and shook the walls. I jumped with a start and was on my feet in no time. "What the Hell's going on!" I yelled frantically though I didn't expect an answer. Marines were scrambling everywhere, grabbing their weapons while the wounded sat helpless and alarmed. My first thought was to send for help, but I never got a chance before Major Collens was ushered hurriedly into the room with several other marines accompanying him. His head was gushing blood but he was still trying to push the attending marines away and get back to his post. I ran quickly too him with a medical kit and tried to mop up the blood but he pushed me away.

"No, no, it's just a head wound I have to get back out there. They've got us overrun!" he yelled and forced his way back towards the entrance.

"But your head –" I started to say and was cut off by another soldier running into the room, a look of despair flooding his face, as he approached the Major and said, "It's over, sir, they're all dead! We've been overwhelmed!"

The Major paused, his frantic attempts to escape ceasing, and suddenly became very still. "Prepare our last stand against them. We'll take a few out before they take this planet, "he calmly said. The marines around him loaded their guns and prepared for a last stand. One of them handed Collens a loaded pistol and he took a ready position.

I stood there behind them in complete shock. There were about twelve of us and hundreds of them. This time no one was going to save me, I would die here without ever having done anything significant or worthwhile…but I had done my duty hadn't I? I had saved the lives of many marines in the past few hours and I hadn't messed up. I was proud to have served and done my best in a time of crisis, and if I was going to have to die I was going to die defending the human race from the covenant. I hastily drew out my sidearm, loaded it, and took a position behind the major, gun aimed at the door. It was then I remembered my bad aim and that I probably wouldn't do much good, but what the hell, I was gonna die anyways, so who gives a shit if I can't aim.

**Hmmm, I think this chapter was a little short, I'll try to make some longer ones. Arbiter and Master Chief should be coming in soon! Oh, and I will try to update this whenever I can. I am in college so sometimes...well a lot of the times other things come first, but I promise I will finish it. Thanks for reading, reviews welcome but please don't flame.**
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Chapter 2: Reinforcements

Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to know you were going to die and there was nothing you could do about it? I've felt that feeling. I was feeling it now as gunfire poured in all around me again and I struggled to find some cover. I hadn't been hit again since that plasma bolt that had grazed my arm earlier, but I sure as hell wasn't looking forward to it. A couple of the few defenders with me had fallen to critical wounds since the Brutes had busted down the door to the sick bay. Collens, however, was still alive and had ordered us to find some cover. It was a mess; my worst nightmare. There was nothing we could do. We all knew this was it; there was no use in ordering us into a tactical plan. We knew what to do. Fight bravely and die honorably, at least most of us did.

With my back up against the cold gray wall of the medical bay I checked my ammo with shaky hands. The clip was still full. I hadn't fired a shot. How could I? Sure I had trained, but was never in a real battle with real enemies. I had never faced death, and now I realized it was harder than I thought it would be. So I sat there, cringing against the wall, far from proud of myself, when a bright ray of light suddenly shown down on my face. I stared at it with dazzled blue eyes and thought to myself, _am I dying? Is this what heaven looks like? _

That was when a harsh shadow of a man dropped through the light and blocked it from my eyes. I heard the sounds of gunfire and more shouting as silhouettes continued to pour through the light which I now recognized as coming from a hole that had been blasted through the ceiling. It wasn't heaven, but it was damn close enough. It was a rescue party.

So why was I still crouched on the floor with my back against the wall?

"Get up!" I yelled at myself, trying to motivate my mind into action. These guys were risking their necks to come in and save us and all I could do was sit and hide. That was not acceptable and I was going to do something about it.

My hands shook as I gripped the pistol tighter and prepared to dart out from my corner and shoot like hell at anything that moved. I took a deep breath, counted to three, and lunged out into the open, pistol raised to firing position. You can guess how shocked I was when, after I belted a very ridiculous sounding battle cry, I saw that the fighting was over! There was just me in a ready position pointing around like mad at a bunch of ODST and what remained of my squad and the dead aliens. The soldiers looked at me and a couple of them chuckled. I couldn't have been more embarrassed.

"Calm down, medic," an ODST captain told me. "The fighting's over. Y'all are a couple of lucky SOB's that the UNSC decided this wasn't a base we should lose."

I holstered my weapon and walked shakily over to Major Collens. He was the only remaining soldier who I knew in the room. I guess Robins didn't make it. "Sir," I said softly. He looked up from a soldier he was administering to, "Yes Henson?"

"What happened? That was over so fast…"

"Well the UNSC sent us some back up as you can see. The Captain was right; we would all be dead about now if it wasn't for them. Now get to work, you're a medic aren't you? Looks like you didn't do half bad with some of these wounded and I'm sure a lot more could use your help."

"Yes, sir!" I replied and went to assist the nearest man. Of course my subconscious at the time was screaming at me to forget it and get some rest, but I didn't, this is why I joined up.

* * *

><em>So tired…so tired<em>… was all I could think about as the day drew to an end. I lost count of how many wounded I had helped in the last hours. I was almost on automatic. After bandaging another head wound, I trudged over to replenish my supply of biofoam that the ODSTs had thankfully provided. Of course, stupid me was so damn tired that I wasn't watching were I was going and I slammed right into the thickest and most immovable wall of green that I ever had the chance to run into.

I assumed it was some piece of equipment the ODSTs had brought in since I hadn't remembered it being there before. That assumption led to what seemed like the worst but was possibly the best thing that could have ever happened to me and would change the course of my life forever. I backed up and strained my face up into the setting sun to get a good look at what it was, and found myself face to face with a seven foot tall giant in green armor; a Spartan.

The moment passed quickly, but I can definitely remember it as if it was in slow motion. There he was, larger than life; seeming to be like ten feet taller than my small frame could ever hope to be. The orange light from one of the setting suns reflecting off his already orange visor glinted into my eyes and the MJOLNIR armor seemed to glow like a ghost. I can't even begin to describe how much in awe I was of this mighty warrior who could easily crush me with a thought. That's when I realized that it was I who had slammed into him and the awe quickly changed to fear.

I stood gaping at him like a fish while a pale dread washed over my features. I'm telling you, I was more scared of him than I was of those brutes that had almost killed me only hours ago. I started to back away as he seemed to glare into my soul and, inevitably, I tripped over a water power hose and sent it flying as the force of pounds and pounds of water gushed out of the end and all over the room.

I guessed I had nudged it lose from its secure location when I fell over it, but whatever I did, I made a terrible mess. Shelves, expensive equipment, machines, weapons, marines, ODSTs, and I went flying all over the place when hit with the forceful water from the high pressure hose. I felt sure that if the Covenant hadn't been the end of us that hose would have. Lucky for us the Spartan could stand up to the immense pressure of the gushing water and calmly grabbed the end of the rampant hose, pinched it closed, and turned off the valve as if he was handling no more than a sprinkler.

"Oh, shit," I said under my breath as I surveyed the scene. Everything, and I mean everything, was wet. There were thousand pound pieces of equipment tossed onto their sides and soldiers sprawled all over the floor. Thankfully no one was hit dead on with the water because that would have been the death of them. This was far worse than the embarrassment of that accidental battle cry earlier.

The moaning and groaning started up as people struggled to their feet and I waited for the highest ranking officer to come chew me out. I got a lot of angry glances shot my way and was pretty sure no one was going to be too friendly towards me for awhile. They had all seen me trip over the hose. I didn't get it though. How was it my fault? Anyone would have been startled enough to trip over something if they had just ran into a Spartan and whoever was in charge of tying that high powered hose down sure did do a shitty job of it. I quickly became just as disgusted with all of them as they were with me and decided I wanted nothing to do with them ever again. Unfortunately my resolve was shattered once again when the hero of the day approached me and offered his hand to me, the villain.

Were Spartans supposed to do this? I didn't think they cared? I was obviously wrong when the very giant I had assaulted and caused so much trouble for approached me and held out his hand to pull me up. I hesitated, who wouldn't have he was huge, and then very cautiously put my hand in his. That was the last I saw of it for the moment as the Spartan's hand quickly swallowed up mine and my arm was nearly yanked from its socket as he pulled me to my feet. He then seemed to stare at me a moment, only a short moment, and without a sound suddenly disappeared from my view in the blink of an eye. I rubbed my arm as I turned to watch him walk away towards the command room; so light on his feet and at the same time so heavy. The whole scene almost seemed like I had made it up, that it had never happened, then I was forced back into reality when I saw Major Collens walking my way. _Uh Oh_, I thought, _I'm in for it now._

After I had been thoroughly chastised about being tired on the job and ordered to take a break, I went to the "soldier's quarters", and I emphasize this because it was really just the mess hall transformed with a few cots to make a place for marines and ODSTs to get some R and R. The real barracks had been demolished with most of the base. Not a few moments after I had found an empty cot and was musing over the past events that day I was interrupted by a cheeky ODST as he sat down noisily on my cot. Just who did he think he was anyways?

"Hey, sorry to bother but I heard you were the medic who tried to kill the Spartan with a high powered hose. I just had to check it out for myself," he said.

"I didn't try to kill him; you must have heard a rumor or something."

"Oh yeah? Well the way I hear it you got mad that he was in your way and you kicked that hose that was tied down real tight right into his face," he laughed. "You must have been pretty mad, but I also hear the chicks in the Marine Corps can be pretty buff…can't say as much for you so I have no idea how you moved that hose."

Great, a compassionate Spartan and an ODST full of jokes? How can this day get any weirder?

"Oh come on, I tripped over that hose and it hadn't been tied down properly so it came loose. We would have all been dead if the Spartan hadn't turned it off," I grumbled and tried to give the impression that the conversation was over.

"Well however it goes; you were still pretty brave to stand up to the Master Chief like that. And to even dare to let him help you up? That took courage. There is no way I would have let him touch me. I'd be scared he'd crush me on accident," he replied, eager to keep talking with me. Of course something he said had now aroused some new questions in me. Did he know more about the Spartan, or…The Master Chief as he called him?

"The Master Chief? That's the Spartan right? What do you know about them?"

"Hell, no one knows much. Apparently he's the last one ever since Reach so it's rare when he shows any interest in anyone."

"He probably just helped me up subconsciously. You know, he wasn't thinking about it," I thought out loud to myself. I didn't know much about Spartans, but it surprised me to know he was there was only one more left. It seemed the covenant was winning the war after all.

"Yeah, whatever. Oh, sorry I've been so rude," the ODST said and removed his helmet to reveal short curly black hair and green eyes. "The name's Jet."

"Jet?" I asked as I shook his hand.

"It's kind of a nickname the other ODSTs gave me. Again, sorry to bother you, you look like you could use some rest." He got up and tucked his helmet under his arm.

"Anytime, Jet. My name's Zoey, Corporal Zoey Henson," I said before he walked away.

He pointed his finger at me and smiled. "Doesn't sound too hard to remember, I'll see you around."

I sighed and laid back down as he walked away. He was nice enough, but maybe I could finally get some peace and quiet—that's when I heard the muster call and groaned. Major Collens was calling all personnel to his quarters. Something else was up.

"All right listen up," the Major said as soon as the rag-tag grouped had gathered in his pseudo office. "I called this meeting because, one, the few of you here are the only original personnel from this base left alive, with the exception of those too injured to be here of course, and two, because we have received new orders," he paused as we all waited impatiently for him to continue. "We are to accompany the ODSTs and the Spartan back to the _Forward Unto Dawn _for debriefing. They will be sending transport in soon and I want you all to be ready to move out when they arrive. We will not be coming back here. Unless there are any questions you are dismissed," he finished and turned to us.

It was all pretty straight forward so I didn't volunteer any questions. We were just moving out, what that was going to be like I didn't know. I wasn't really used to being on a ship in space. Actually, I had never been on one for a long period of time. I hope they were just moving us somewhere else and we weren't permanently stationed on the _Forward Unto Dawn_. I knew that ship was on the front lines and had seen a lot of action so I wasn't really looking forward to living with a bunch of war hardened marines.

I left the Major's office still wondering about how the space marines would react to us ground folk. Probably just the general hazing I would guess, but I didn't have that much time to think about it because the Major had meant it when he said the transports would be arriving soon. I strained my head up to watch as our transports, a couple of heavily armored "pelicans", came lumbering into the atmosphere. Though they were armored, they weren't equipped with weapons which had led me to assume they were our transports. They were, however, certainly big and looked as if they could be battle ready in minutes. They moved across the planet to a relatively clear area where they could touch down. They didn't really look like pelicans to me, so I couldn't really understand how they got the nickname. I mean, the warthogs at least looked like they had tusks, but pelicans? Not to mention the mongoose and scorpions? Some things I would never understand.

"Hey, Henson, you better get your stuff. Those birds are about to lift off," someone yelled at me. I snapped out of the thought process I had been going through and quickly ran for where I had stashed my gear. I didn't really have much but there were a few things I didn't want to leave behind on the desolate planet I was soon to leave.

_Why did I have to pick the pelican with the Spartan on it?_ I asked myself again and again as my face turned green and my stomach started to churn on the ascent through the atmosphere. Not only was the incident back on the planet an issue between us, but I was also embarrassing myself by getting sick on the pelican. I was pretty good on a boat in the water. You could say I had my sea legs, but apparently a spaceship going up through the atmosphere into space was an entirely different story.

He hadn't looked at me, the Master Chief that is. He just calmly stepped up onto my pelican as it was taking off and the ramp was closing for the climb through the planet's atmosphere. I wondered if he even noticed I was on the ship, or maybe he had forgotten the whole incident already. I sure as hell hoped he had because if there's one thing I hate, it's being remembered for doing something stupid. You can tell it happens to me often can't you.

Soon enough, to my ultimate relief, we emerged into the blackness of space without any incidents including my managing not to barf all over the place. I gazed out into the big black void and found that a sort of peace was coming over me. Everything was so quiet and still. It was such a contrast to what I had been used to planet side where there was so much noise. I sat in silence as the pelican got closer and closer to a large cigar shaped ship in the distance, the _Forward Unto Dawn_.

The docking bay of the _Forward Unto Dawn_ was a lot different than the serenity of space had been. Once our transport had landed there was nothing but noise. The Master Chief had gotten off first and was soon on his way to more important manners somewhere else on the ship while the ODSTs all pushed and shoved me around as they made their way to where they were supposed to be. And what was I doing; yeah that's right, standing around not having a clue as to where I was supposed to be going and gawking at the immense size on the _Dawn_. I had never been on a ship of her caliber and was impressed. Of course, compared to a covenant cruiser she was nothing, but still…wow!

"Corporal Henson, what are you doing? Fall in!" Major Collens shouted at me from across the room. I quickly made my way over to him and the rest of my outfit.

"Is your squad all here and accounted for Major?" a female voice asked and I turned to see a very commanding looking woman with brown hair and green eyes.

"All present, Commander Keyes," he replied.

Oh, so this was the famous Commander Keyes. She certainly looked like everything she had been made out to be; a successful, brave, and tactical officer. I admired her greatly, probably because she was everything I had hoped to be when I joined the UNSC. Looks like I'd never reach that goal though. What good has a medic ever done?

"Very good," she said and nodded to her right as she continued, "You will come with the Master Chief and me for debriefing. Your squad may go to the barracks until we reassign them." As she said this I noticed the Master Chief had reappeared and, as quiet as ever, was now standing behind Commander Keyes. I tried not to make eye contact, but that was harder than it seemed since I couldn't tell where his eyes were behind that visor. I decided to just not look at him at all.

"You wouldn't be excluding me from your debriefing. I too am interested in why the Prophets were investigating such an insignificant planet," I heard the deepest voice I had ever come across resound from somewhere behind me. I whipped around only to nearly collapse in shock as I found myself face to face with a seven foot tall alien.

**Of course, we all know who the seven foot tall alien is! The Arbiter and Master Chief have made their appearance! There will be a lot more Arbiter in this story since he's my inspiration for it and my favorite character in Halo. Yeah this chapter wasn't much longer than the first, but I plan on fixing that! Again, thanks for reading! :)**
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After nearly dying of shock, making a feeble attempt to find my side arm in the moments panic, and then being forcefully grabbed by some of my fellow marines and being shaken out of my frenzied state to save my life, I finally started to take a few deep breaths and calm down. I wasn't the only one affected by the sudden appearance of the alien. I remember Major Collens flinching a little and all of the marines in my squad, including me, were now standing a few feet away from the monster. It was just so unexpected. It was like I was standing there minding my own business and the next thing I know I was like _Holy Shit! The Covenant is attacking! _

Commander Keyes was doing her best to calm everyone down, though. She explained that he was Sangheili and was part of the Covenant Separatist that was allied, along with the rest of the Sangheili, with the UNSC. All the while the Sangheili warrior was standing perfectly still, probably trying to portray the fact that he wasn't going to hurt us, but if you ask me it wasn't working very well. He was just too unnerving and those bright orange eyes were really starting to creep me out.

He was called the Arbiter, but that was more of a title or rank than a name. Not that anything Keyes was saying about him registered in my brain when all I could do was stare at the guy. He was huge, bigger even than the Master Chief it seemed and his dark skin was covered in a silvery armor that looked a little archaic. I was, of course, familiar with the Elites, but hadn't actually fought any or seen them up close. The Arbiter was my first so it was no wonder I couldn't take my eyes off of him. After getting over the initial shock of seeing an alien on a UNSC frigate, I was beginning to become a little more curious than scared.

"Well as long as he's on our side that's fine with me. Sorry for our rude behavior, the planet we were stationed on was remote and news of this alliance never reached us," Major Collens explained.

"It is forgiven. Over time I have become used to the reactions of humans upon seeing me," the alien replied. I kind of got the feeling from the way he said things that English wasn't his first language.

Major Collens nodded his head at the Arbiter and turned back to Commander Keyes as she said, "You are all dismissed. Major, if you would accompany us…oh and Henson, I'm assigning you to our ships medical bay. Please report there and assist in any way you can."

"Yes ma'm," I said with a salute and started to walk away, then realized I didn't know where the hell the medical bay was. I turned back feeling embarrassed and asked, "Excuse me, but could someone show me where that is?"

"I'll do it, ma'm," came another voice coming from a cheerful ODST with black curls.

"Thank you, Jet," Commander Keyes said and then left with Major Collens, the Master Chief, and the Arbiter. The latter two parting the crowd like Moses parted the Red Sea. I could see everyone was just as uneasy with them as I was.

"Hello Corporal Zoey Henson," Jet said as he approached me. "How are you today?"

"You remembered my name, how nice," I replied.

"I told you I would, didn't I?"

I smiled and followed him out of the docking bay down the long, and if you ask me, rather dull corridors. Hadn't they heard that a little color cheers people up more? It all looked the same, and that's when I realized I could get lost real fast in here. "So do I get a map or something?"

Jet chuckled at my question and said, "Uh, no. I guess I hadn't realized how easy it is to get lost. I've been on this ship for a long time. You'll eventually get used to it, but if you do get lost just ask someone. They're usually nice about giving directions."

"Oh," I said. I was a little disappointed about there not being a map. I guess the UNSC was skimping out on everything these days.

"So I saw you met the Arbiter for the first time, huh? Pretty scary guy, right?"

"Sure is, scared the crap out of me. I know what Commander Keyes was saying but, what do you think, is he, you know, safe?" I asked.

"Sure I guess. He's never done anything to make me doubt him, but he was Covenant and I'm sure he's killed his fare share of humans. Just stay out of his way and you'll be fine."

I nodded, skeptical to his advice and we finished the rest of the trip in silence. I was never much of a talker, but I think we were both brooding over the past events. I myself was wondering what was going to happen to me, but there was another question that kept popping up in the back of my mind; why did the Covenant attack our base? There must have been other planets with more important UNSC bases on them. It seemed to me that I wouldn't be getting an answer to that question any time soon.

"Hey, Zoey, we're here. You don't mind if I call you Zoey do you?" Jet said, snapping out of my thoughts.

"Uh, Zoey's fine. Thanks for taking me here."

"No problem. Catch ya later," he said and strolled out of the sick bay.

I surveyed my surroundings and was surprised to fine the sick bay a lot more interesting than the rest of the ship had been. It was a little brighter than the dull walls of the _Dawn_ and there was a considerable amount of color in the various medicines and liquids tucked away in the shelves or dripping into an injured person's veins. I immediately felt more comfortable because I knew here I wouldn't be in the way, here I could actually help. It was very quiet and I stood still, just taking it all in. You are probably thinking _what the hell, is this chick crazy? Who likes the doctor's office?_ Well I'll tell you who does, doctors. That's what I was, more or less.

So you can imagine, after all that quiet I was experiencing, that I nearly jumped out of my skin when a very loud female voice said right next to my ear, "Can I help you?"

I turned around to the voice to see it belonged to a holographic AI standing impatiently on a table right next to me. My first impression of her was _wow put some clothes on, _but I guess as an AI she could look however she pleased. She was blue with short hair and data codes that ran across her scantily clothed body. From her demeanor I could tell she was one of the smart AI and probably held a prominent position on board the ship. So what was she doing in the sick bay?

"I'm Corporal Henson, reporting for duty under the orders of Commander Keyes," I informed her.

"Oh right, the medic from that base that was just attacked. From what I hear you're quite the character," she said with a sly smile. "My name is Cortana. I pretty much run the _Forward Unto Dawn."_

Despite her sassy attitude and strange appearance I rather liked the AI and smiled back saying, "Nice to meet you Cortana."

"Let me just page Erica for you and she'll get you settled," the AI said. I nodded and soon saw a very short Hispanic looking women wearing white bustle into the room.

"Thank you, Cortana," the short doctor said and the AI nodded in return and then appeared suddenly distracted by something and turned away. "Hello, my Name is Erica Castillo in charge of the medical department on board the _Dawn_. You must be Zoey right?" the doctor then said to me and I nodded as well.

"Sorry about Cortana, she's been assigned here temporarily until I can get some more staff. I put her in charge of the front desk. Come this way with me," Erica continued and I followed her, glancing back at Cortana as she continued to stare at the wall, seemingly immersed in something else.

"What's wrong with Cortana?" I asked as we moved to where the patients were.

"Oh she is only devoting part of her processor here. Most of her is keeping the _Dawn_ online and battle ready as well as attending that meeting with Commander Keyes and your Major."

"Really," I said in awe of the complexity of the AI. I had heard smart AI could do many things at once, but actually witnessing it was amazing. I certainly hope she didn't forget about some of her jobs or the ship might run into a few problems!

The part of the sick bay we had now entered was full of wounded soldiers, most of which I had attended down on the planet. I could see why Erica needed Cortana at the desk, there was just too much to do for all the doctors and nurses here already. True I hadn't had much sleep, in fact I hadn't had any sleep since the attack, but I wasn't going to let that stand in my way of helping out. I had come this far already and there was no way I was backing down now.

"There is a sink in the back through there, go wash yourself up a little and see if you can find some clean clothes to change into from the ones that are back there. You look like you were dragged by your arms through the dirt, sprayed down with a water hose and then left out in a sand storm to drip dry," Erica informed me.

Well that was certainly descriptive. I looked down at myself and saw that she was pretty much right. Actually the part about the water hose was pretty accurate, but I didn't say anything else as I walked to the back to clean up. There wasn't much of a choice in clothes so I put on a UNSC issued black tank top and some camo pants. I kept my combat boots, they were still in pretty good shape, and I found a white lab coat that made me look more doctorish. After I had tied back my blonde hair I walked back out into the room of moaning patients and started to help out wherever I could.

It soon grew apparent to me that the staff didn't trust me with much. Most of them were doctors and didn't want an armature little medic around. I thought that was pretty damn selfish of them after I had stitched up most of the boys that were on the cots in here when I was down on the planet. I had done a damn good job of it too, but I guess I couldn't blame them. If I was a professional doctor I wouldn't want me operating on a patient either. I ended up hanging out with this other girl they were treating similarly. Her name was Michelle and she was from the small science department onboard the ship. She said she was a biologist and had offered her help to the sick bay when they started to get in over their heads.

"I was a biologist too; an ichthyologist to be exact. I studied fish, but I guess I should have tried to get a biology job with the UNSC instead of just signing up for the marines," I explained to her while we were cleaning up some blood from the floor…yeah, a menial job.

"Actually I guess I just got lucky. Someone I knew recommended me for the job and I took it. Otherwise I would have done what you're doing," Michelle told me. She was really nice and I felt like I related to her well. It was nice to have another friend on board the _Dawn_.

"That's lucky," I said, "Not that I don't think my job is important, but sometimes it seems like I'm just getting in the way, not to mention my life is on the line every time I go out there. I'd love to see your lab sometime if that's okay."

"Sure," Michelle replied.

We kept on working for hours and hours until I started to fall asleep on the job. At one point my head just kind of flopped over into a pan of fluid and it got everywhere. Erica, noticing this, told me to go get some rest. She said I would just cause more harm if to myself and others if I didn't get any sleep. At least someone finally noticed what I could have told them a long time ago. So I said goodbye to Michelle and wandered sluggishly out of the sick bay. I had planned on asking Cortana where I should go, but she wasn't at the desk so I figured I'd walk around until I saw someone else I could ask like Jet had advised.

So I had been walking around for a couple of hours it seemed and finally decided I was getting nowhere. I hadn't run into a soul since I had started out on my little venture and to make it worse I could barely move my feet anymore. I slumped up against a wall for a little while to rest. _Where the hell was everyone? This was a frigate for pete's sake! Why did it seem that I was the only one on board? _

My mind started to wander like it always did before I would fall asleep and I shook my head to try and stay awake. I must go on, I had to go on, I needed to find my way…my eyes started to droop and my mind took off on eagles wings again as I inevitably sank to the ground and fell asleep. The last thing I remember was the dark closing in and the sound of heavy footsteps and clanking armor coming my way.

* * *

><p>Waking up not knowing where you are is pretty freaky, waking up swaying a couple feet off the ground in the arms of someone very tall is just about the freakiest thing that had ever happened to me.<p>

"Holy _Shit_," I yelped when I awoke to the feeling of height and motion and found myself in the arms of the alien I had come to know as the Arbiter. He was walking through the empty corridors of the _Dawn, _carrying me, so you can imagine how I felt. Here I am, vulnerable girl all alone in the dark with a big, strong, monster that was carrying me off to its lair. It kind of reminded me of those old horror movies back in the day. I was by now really scared for my life. It didn't matter what Commander Keyes had explained to me before, the negative stuff Jet had said about him was starting to surface in my mind. He had killed us once, he could do it again. Ally or not I was convinced this creature was going to do something horrendous to me and then kill me for fun.

The Arbiter, however, did not conform to the old movies or Jet's theories and stopped when he heard me shout. He seemed to hesitate as if he weren't sure what to do and swiveled his long neck around to look at me where I was clearly flipping out in his arms. "I have never understood that statement you humans use. Excrement is not holy," he said, voice echoing in his large chest and vibrating through my body.

I stopped struggling when I heard him say that and all my romanticizing thoughts came to a screeching halt. _What the hell was he talking about? Oh! When I said "holy shit" it confused him._ Who knew curse words were a form of defense.

"It's more of an expression," I said involuntarily, not believing I would have the courage to speak to him.

"An expression…it seems to me a waste of words," he mused.

Well I sure as hell wasn't interested in arguing with an alien about human speech and I wasn't about to let myself be distracted from my immediate goal at the time, getting down. "Uh, excuse me, but would you mind putting me down?"

"It would be easier if I carried you. You do not know where you are going I think. You are also very weary," he replied and started to walk again. I noticed he walked with a very odd gait, kind of bouncy.

Then I began to get scared again and retorted, "I know, but I'm wide awake now. I think I could walk."

He slowed and then, to my relief, very gently set me feet first down on the floor. "I will lead you then," he said.

"It's alright, I'm sure I can find my way back. Um, thank you for your help," I urged and quickly walked away. I didn't much like the thought of walking near the alien either. He was so big! It made me nervous.

Yeah, I know what you're thinking. Stupid Zoey is going to go and get herself even more lost and probably end up falling asleep on the floor again. Well, this thought did eventually go through my head and I stopped my hasty walk, unsure of what to do. On the one hand I could go back to the Arbiter and beg him to help me after I had just rejected his assistance, which would cause a major blow to my pride as well, and on the other I could keep on going and hopefully find a way back to civilization without a map or any knowledge of where I was. That had the potential of more grueling hours aimlessly trudging around and possibly never finding my way back. I'd probably die, lost in the abandoned corridors and soon be nothing but brittle bone…I guess I'm gonna have to back and face that alien.

Luckily for me the Arbiter was smarter than he looked and had figured out way before I did that I would soon be on my way back. He was right where I had left him, watching me warily approach with those cat-like orange eyes. His large, broad frame blocked most of the weak light that was shining down from behind him and seemed to make him look even more sinister along with that silvery glow to his armor.

"So," I said nervously, "Could I still take you up on your offer to show me the way out of here?"

"You may," he replied, clacking his mandibles together in an abrupt motion. He walked on up in front of me, expecting me to follow, which I quickly did. I got the feeling he was somewhat annoyed with me so I stayed back a little and didn't talk to him the rest of the way. I had no idea what his temper could be like and didn't really want to find out. Okay, yeah, I was shaking like a leaf with every step and cursing myself for not being a little braver.

We soon exited the part of the ship that seemed devoid of life and found ourselves back among people. The _Dawn_, being on active duty, was in constant motion with soldiers and officers posted at her stations at all times. The crew slept in shifts, since there really was no night and day out in space, so the halls and compartments were just as crowded as I remembered them. I guess the area I had gotten lost in was of little importance to the crew. The crowds were not a problem, however, as the Arbiter lead me through them easily; just one plus of being in the company of the most dangerous person on the ship besides the Master Chief. When you heard the heavy footfalls of his massive hooves, you got out of the way quick.

I was hoping it was my shift to sleep just as we arrived in the marine barracks. When I saw the Arbiter had lead me to the right place I turned to thank him again for his help, but he was already walking away, satisfied that his job was done and that he could leave the pesky little medic behind. I wondered what he was doing back there in those empty hallways when he found me. Inspecting the ship? Maybe on a contemplative walk? He certainly wasn't looking for little lost sheep asleep on the floor.

"Corporal, there you are," I heard Cortana's familiar voice and saw the AI materialize in front of me on a stand in the barracks. "You were the only marine unaccounted for when Shift Bravo started a few hours ago."

"Oh, sorry I got lost but I found my way back with some help from the Arbiter," I said, hoping the interrogation wouldn't last long. I was more tired than I could imagine was possible.

"The Arbiter?" Cortana asked, raising a skeptical eyebrow.

All I could do was nod; the rush of adrenaline I had had when the Arbiter had found me was starting to wear off. I could feel myself starting to fall asleep again.

"Hmmmm, ok then as long as you're here. Go get some rest, Zoey, you've been reassigned as a combat medic with Fox Company. You'll find them over there. They are expecting you," with that she flickered and vanished, leaving me silently cursing to myself at the news. Another reassignment? This time it was to a company of soldiers that actually went into battle and now I was going to have to haul my ass along after them in the middle of a heated fight and try to save their lives at the same time as mine. Was I really this unlucky?

"Shame on you, Zoey," I said to myself under my breath as I walked over to where Fox Company was bunking. These soldiers needed me and all I could do was, again, bitch about helping them. I sighed and reminded myself why I had joined the fight, to save some marines and kick some alien butt while doing it, so stop complaining.

**I would have posted this sooner but Fanfiction decided to die on me. Anyways thanks for the reviews from the two of you who did! I will certainly try to keep your intrigue. Next chapter will have a little more action!**
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Everyone's had a déjà vu right? Yeah, I've had them before, and I personally think they can be kind of creepy, especially when you sit there forever thinking _I've seen this before…but where! _Only this time my déjà vu is probably something you've never experienced before, and I hope you never have to because it hurts like hell; the searing pain of a plasma bolt caught me in the arm. It was just like the first time I had felt that pain back when my base was attacked. It was excruciating and I cried out, remembering perfectly well where I had felt this one before.

So why was I getting hit with plasma? Because someone up high on the chain of command had decided I needed to be reassigned to Fox Company and fight on the front lines. Those assholes, I vehemently hated them all as I clenched my arm and wrapped a white cloth around the burn mark. I shook my head clear of the pain when I heard the familiar cry for help somewhere across the battle field. My hate turned to concern and I rushed towards the sound, taking cover where I could behind smashed warthogs, crashed hornets, and fallen trees.

After that eventful night with the Arbiter I had met my squad in the barracks of the _Dawn_. They were a tough group of marines and seemed to me to have a lot of potential. They welcomed me warmly, despite the fact I was late, and all seemed to be glad I was a part of their team…well all of them that is except Corporal Sofia Dylan. There's always got to be that person that just has to hate you for some reason no matter how nice you try to be. That was Sofia in my case. She glared at me with those dark brown eyes when I first introduced myself and was very short when speaking to me. I really didn't see what her problem was. She was definitely a better soldier than I was and not to mention far prettier than me as well. She had that satiny dark brown hair and bronze skin that would make most guys look twice.

The rest of them were nice enough. There was our Gunnery Sergeant, Bruce Pike, he was in charge of Fox company. Then there was Private First Class Hendricks and Private First Class Wang who were both eagerly looking to get promoted soon. Last but not least was Sergeant Calloway. He was Pike's second in command and one tough customer I can tell you that. I was to be their medic, and once introductions were made and that was established I was eager to go to bed, especially when they informed me that we would be assisting the ODSTs to drive more Covenant from another planet that was being attacked. We were deploying within the next ten hours.

"It seems to me like the Covenant is looking for something," Calloway had told me. "Why else would they be ransacking planets?"

I took that into consideration as I went to bed. He was right, but just how right was he, and what were they looking for?

But, hey, that was all a flashback to relatively happier times. Right now I was in the middle of the battle on that planet we were transported down to, Epsilon 7. I had gotten separated from my team at the start. The fight was already raging when our company jumped off the pelican and things were getting hot. We had to split to find cover and since then I had just been making my way from one wounded soldier to the next. There seemed to be an endless supply of those who needed help.

Thankfully, though, it seemed like our side was winning. There was no Covenant cruiser in the area to cause problems for the _Dawn_. We were basically just taking out an alien base that had already been established. Of course we had the ODSTs fighting with us, and did I mention the Master Chief and the Arbiter too? Luck seemed to be on our side. The Arbiter had even brought a bunch of Elites to help out. I was beginning to see the value of have aliens on our side for once!

So I was currently running through the vegetation and carnage, trying to get to that call for help I had heard moments ago, when I couldn't hear it anymore. I stopped and tried to be as still as I could in hope I might pick it up again over the sounds of gunfire and machine engines, but I never could. I prayed another medic had gotten to him and quieted him down rather than him being dead, but there was no way I would ever know. The pain in my arm started up again as I reverted back into my depressed state about the whole business. War was terrible, and it seemed like it would never end.

Another cry sounded out over the battlefield and I whipped my head around, determining the direction it was coming from. I sprinted quickly that way, medical bag banging on my thigh as I prayed I wouldn't be too late this time. The cries kept getting louder and louder so I knew I was headed in the right direction, but I was stressed and scared, the only thing my mind was thinking about at the time was getting there, so it wasn't until I was right on top of him that I realized the cries I had heard were different. They weren't the sound of a human voice; they were deeper, louder, and almost animal like. They were, as I soon found out when I stumbled upon him and almost screamed in fright, the cries of an Elite warrior in a lot of pain.

So what was I supposed to do? Here I was standing in complete shock next to a very large alien who was just now noticing I was there. My medical bag hung limp in my hand where I had been preparing it to help a fellow human and my heart pounded in my chest to the point I was sure anyone near could hear it. The Elite was trapped by his legs under a Covenant tank known by us as a "wraith." I assumed he was helping to destroy it and got caught underneath. I wondered why none of his kind had helped him out from under it, but all thoughts I had had on the subject were soon erased from my mind when I saw that he was watching me.

I was first alerted to the fact he knew I was there when I noticed he had stopped growling and was now completely silent. He had also stilled and wasn't struggling against the weight of the tank in order to free himself, but the big indicator was the forceful stare I felt from his large brown eyes burrowing deep into my skull. We both stared at each other as the battle raged on all around us; the elite daring me to make a move and me not daring to even breathe. I wondered how long we'd be locked in each other's gaze. _From what I know about Elites, a hell of a long time,_ I finally thought to myself. So, eager to make as good of an impression as I could…and also to avoid the bullets that were flying over my head…I knelt down very slowly to my knees in front of him. He followed my actions with his eyes, and when he saw I was making no other moves, he slowly gestured towards an alien plasma pistol lying a few feet out of his reach.

Now I'm no expert on Elites, but it seemed he wanted me to give it to him. I certainly didn't see any reason too, though. All he could possibly do with it was shoot himself or me, neither of which sounded like good options, so I shook my head and told him no. I assumed he would know what that meant, who doesn't know what "no" means, but whatever he got from my response made him fighting mad and he started to growl again and shove at the tank with his powerful arms, shaking it but not able to move it. He was pointedly ignoring me, I could tell. _Fine, if you want to be that way then by all means, knock yourself out._

I looked around the area we were in and my gaze fell on an abandoned warthog off to one side near a small hill. An idea suddenly sprang into my head and, without thinking about what a stupid idea it really was, I dashed over to the armored vehicle and jumped in the driver's seat. It started with a loud rumble and I backed it up a considerable distance from the tank, straightened it out, and floored it straight towards the wraith. I'm sure you can see all the flaws with this plan, but hey, it was a spur of the moment thing and I didn't really see any other way to get that alien out from under the tank. Luckily nothing that could have gone wrong did…except for the part when the warthog slammed into the side of the tank and I went flying out of the front, over the tank, and landed with a thud in the dirt on the other side. This was an extreme shock for the Elite as he watched me with wide eyes catapult over his head after I had purposefully crashed into the side of a tank. The overall outcome was the tank moved from the impact just enough so that the Elite could move his lower half out from under it. I'd say mission success, for the most part.

I picked myself up off the ground, shakily checking for broken bones and satisfied that I didn't find any. There were bruises and scrapes, but nothing I couldn't live with. I then turned my attention to the Elite I had just rescued. He was standing up, blue battle armor all covered in mud and dirt, and when he had finally gotten shakily to his feet, he fell over again after yelping in a dog like manner. I would like to point out though it was amazing how he fell back down with so much grace. He didn't just collapse like I would have, but he sort of just softly and calmly lay back down in the dirt, though it was obvious he was in pain. I couldn't imagine how something that big could fall with that much agility. I then noticed the indigo colored blood seeping from a wound in his left leg.

I ran over to his side, thinking nothing of my own safety, and kicked the plasma pistol away that he had started reaching for again. He roared vehemently at me, his quadruple hinged jaws spread wide open so that his four mandibles were just inches from my face. His hot sticky breath blew forcefully in my face and I cringed at the putrid meat like smell. I'll admit, it scared the shit out of me, but I'm a medic and he was an ally. I had a job to do and no matter how much he protested he wasn't going to stop me…unless he killed me, then I would be dead and he could shoot himself if he wanted.

"Oh shut up!" I yelled at him, sick and tired of being treated like I wasn't wanted. "I'm going to take a look at that leg and you are going to sit still and let me."

He growled again and scooted away from me, hatred for me and what I was trying to do boiled in his eyes that were already glazed over with pain. I tried to approach him again and this time he pushed me away and I flew backwards a couple feet. These guys were a lot stronger than I thought!

"All right, I didn't want to do this but you leave me no choice," I mumbled and pulled out my sedative supply. I wasn't really sure how much to give him, so I figured I'd quadruple the amount I'd give a regular human and hopefully it wouldn't kill him. Now to get close enough to inject him with it.

I stood back up, brushed myself off again, and circled him. The Elite watched me move around him and roared warningly at me telling me to stay away. I kept coming, determination driving me on, and when I was just out of his reach I stopped, tensed, and jumped at him. I felt the needle on the sedation shot plunge into his tough gray skin and then snap off as he violently twisted and threw me to the ground again. He seemed to laugh at my feeble attempts to save his life, but then stopped laughing after awhile and suddenly became very still. I looked up from the ground with a triumphant grin. It seems the amount of sedative I had given him hadn't been enough to knock him out, but it was enough to make him limp and unable to move. Another successful mission completed; maybe this battle wasn't turning out so bad after all.

Picking up my bag of supplies, I walked back over to him again and knelt down beside the injured leg. I could see the big gash where something sharp had ripped into his flesh, but I knew there was probably something else wrong since the wound, though very deep and painful looking, probably wouldn't cause a full grown Elite male to be unable to stand on it. I was probably going to have to feel it a little to see if there were any broken bones, a task I was pretty nervous about doing. I was used to dealing with human bodies and there wasn't much in the way of human anatomy that I was uneasy attending too, but Elite anatomy was a whole new world to me and it just didn't feel natural being so close to a seemingly indestructible life form and realizing that they bled and felt pain too.

I hesitated to touch him, feeling as if something terrible would occur the moment I did, but there was a slight curiosity that pushed me on and I let my sweaty, trembling hands finally come to rest on his lower leg where the injury was. I stole a look at the Elite to see what his reaction was and all I got was more of that fiery hatred reflected in his eyes as he stared at me, chest heaving up and down in rage. I knew all he wanted to do was get me back for what I was doing to him, so I decided to work as quickly as possible.

There was a plate of armor partly covering the gash so I used a pair of heavy duty scissors, built for cutting through pieces of equipment, on the tight bindings that held the armor in place. I heard him huff as I removed the armor, but he didn't really make any more loud noises and threats. I think he realized there was nothing he could do about his situation. The first thing I noticed once his leg was more visible was that his leg structure was very different from a human leg. It was a lot more similar to that of a dog or cat where his "feet" were actually the bones of his toes, and what would correspond to the human ankle was positioned higher up on him. If you have a pet dog or cat, just look at their back legs and you'll see what I mean. His knees also seemed to bend forward rather than backwards, so you can see how stumped I had become just by looking at his leg. It was almost as if he needed a vet, not a doctor.

Well, even if his leg was weird I still knew how to tell if a bone was broken, so I gently began to feel along the lower half of his leg where the wound was located. As my hands moved against his skin he grunted and I couldn't tell if it was because it hurt or because he felt just as weird being touched by me as I did touching him. As soon as I found the break in his leg I set it back in place, which took a lot of work since Elite legs are heavier than human ones, and then filled the wound with biofoam. I wrapped a protective covering around it to hold it in place, though the biofoam should do the majority of the job, and then surveyed my work.

It was messy, and I probably did everything completely wrong, but I had at least tried to help an injured ally who's anatomy I knew nothing about. Satisfied that I could do no more for the wound I turned my attention to the patient. He hadn't made another indication of discomfort, even after the stinging biofoam, and seemed to be putting on a very brave front. He was still clearly angry with me, but now, for some odd reason, he also seemed to be somewhat sad, like he was disappointed with himself. He turned his angry eyes away from me and did not look at me again for the rest of the time I stood there. I wasn't sure what else to do; I couldn't move him because he was too heavy. So I made sure the area was relatively safe and placed a retrieval beacon next to him so that any passing evacuation transport would be able to find him. I felt bad about just leaving him there unable to move after I had caused him so much stress, but there was nothing else I could do and there were more people out there that could use a medic.

"You're gonna be okay," I said, even though he couldn't understand me, "I'm sure someone will find you." He continued to avert his gaze from mine and I finally gave up and sprinted back into the fight. _Some thanks for saving his life_.

* * *

><p>Unfortunately for me that was not to be the last of my encounters with our alien allies during the battle. After I had patched up a kid with a missing eye and a girl who had received serious face burns from a heated plasma charge, I came across another Elite collapsed on the ground. Most of the other marines in the area were moving around him and continuing on, but I stopped to check him out. This one was near unconsciousness and was a lot easier to work with than the first. A plasma bolt had taken about half of his face off and he was lying on his back, again reaching for any weapon he could find. I applied antiseptic to the wound and bandaged his face grateful that the blast hadn't damaged his brain. He may be missing and eye and would only be able to hear out of one ear, but at least he would live. I placed another beacon next to him as well and moved on to the next patient I could find.<p>

I had by now doctored a few more soldiers as well as two other Elites, but this time I was faced with a tough situation. I was attending to yet another unconscious Elite I had come across when right next to me a fellow marine fell to the ground with a pink needle from a "needler" protruding from his thigh. I had never been hit by one, but those things looked painful as I had seen them blow a soldier into pieces. I winced when the needle in the marine's leg exploded and sent chunks of his thigh flying. He screamed, of course, and yelled out for a medic. I was nearly finished with the Elite I was working on and told him to hold on a little longer and that I'd be right there. That was when things started to get a little nasty.

"What! What the hell do you mean by that! You're not going to keep working on that alien when you could be helping me are you?" he shouted at me, enraged that I hadn't rushed to his assistance right away.

"Um, yeah, I am. I was helping him first," I replied and turned back to the alien. I had to keep my mind on the job and finish up fast because the Elite was starting to stir.

"I can't believe this! The son of a bitch is an alien! I'm a human! Are you betraying your own race here?" he yelled again. He was clearly enraged and the pain he was feeling wasn't helping the situation. I knew how hard battle could be on the mind and nerves so I tried not to snap back at him to calm him down, but you couldn't really blame me if I sounded a little sharp.

"He's our ally and has just as much right as you do to be treated. You're wound really isn't that bad. I'm sure you can hold out a little longer."

The Elite started to slowly open his eyes and I felt his muscles tense underneath my hands, he knew something wasn't right and I wanted to get out of his way by the time he fully came around, unfortunately the marine had other thoughts in mind and I felt my arm being forcefully grabbed as he pulled me down to his face. His eyes were all scrunched up and he was red in the face as he said in a voice full of held back fury, "Now you listen here, bitch, I am in a lot of pain and you had better get the hell over here and fix me up. No alien life is worth mine! He's probably killed more of us than I have of them. Now I will have you court marshaled unless you do as I say."

I looked at his jacket and saw the Warrant Officer bars on his sleeve. _Oh shit_, I thought as I saw what he said was true. I could get into a lot of trouble for this…but it just wasn't right. He had no right to threaten me in that way and he had no right to take medical care away from someone just because he couldn't deal with pain and because he had something against them. I didn't care who he was and what he threatened me with, I was going to finish my job.

I ripped my arm out of his and turned back to the Elite to finish what I was doing. By now, however, the alien was wide awake and was staring at me. He hadn't made any moves against me, which was surprising when all of the others I had worked with had. It was as if he was in shock that I had disobeyed a direct order to help him, but I didn't have a chance to find out more because the Warrant Officer had now grabbed me again and angrily yanked me away. I was terrified, but thankfully never found out what he might have done to me because my rescuer arrived just in time.

The strong, iron hard hand of the giant Spartan II pulled me away from the anger driven Warrant Officer and pushed me behind his massive frame as he turned to glare at the man who had treated me so harshly.

"I would suggest saving your anger for the enemy, Sir," The Master Chief said. The Warrant Officer said nothing and remained on the ground, staring up at the Master Chief. Nobody wanted to mess with the thousand pound Spartan, not even the angry Warrant Officer. All I could do was finally breathe in relief and thank God in heaven for the Spartan that I had now come to respect a great deal more.

A warthog drove up from behind a hill, bouncing on it's shock absorbent springs, and came to a halt near where we stood. I saw another medic jump out and run to the Warrant Officer's wounded leg. A couple more men, that had been in the warthog with the other medic, jumped out as well and helped to lift the Warrant Officer off the ground and place him in the back of the armored vehicle. I was relieved they were taking him away, but as he was placed into the back of the ATV he glared back at me where I stood with the Master Chief and I got the feeling I wasn't seeing the last of him.

One of the men stayed behind as they drove away with the wounded warrant officer and turned towards me with a smile. The dirt and grime that covered his face hid a lot of his features, but the smile and the green eyes gave it all away, it was Jet.

"Hey, Zoey!" he said, "Didn't you here? We won! Mission success and we're pulling the wounded out."

"What…it seemed like it just started," I replied, a little confused.

"I know, but it's over now. I've agreed to help the Master Chief escort you back to the _Dawn_. It seems like there is something that the Commander would like to discuss with you," he explained.

"What, what did I do?" I asked alarmed.

"That will be revealed in time. Follow me," the Master Chief cut in.

The Spartan started to walk away, but I stopped him asking, "What about him?" And I pointed to the Elite that was silently watching the whole seen from the ground. His arm was still oozing indigo blood from where pieces of debris had gotten stuck. I had removed the debris, but hadn't had time to close him up.

The Spartan thought about it for a moment and then said, "Given the situation I think it's best we leave him here. The other Sangheili will look after him."

He moved off again and this time Jet gently pushed me from behind, giving me a sympathetic glance, and I reluctantly followed the Spartan back towards the _Dawn_. I guess I was in a lot of trouble…but for what I didn't know.

**Thank you, thank you for your awesome reviews everyone! Now I have to study for a quiz I've got tomorrow, so I'll see y'all next update when we see what else Zoey can get herself into! **
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Back on board the _Forward Unto Dawn _I went to the marine barracks to clean up a bit before I talked to the Commander. The water felt good as I ran my battle tired hands through it's cool embrace and splashed my face clean. I was covered from head to toe in the deep indigo blood that ran through the Elite's veins. It seemed to stain more than human blood, and I doubted I'd ever get this stuff out of my uniform. I changed into what I had worn the first day on board the _Dawn_, I didn't have anything else, and I tried to put my hair into some kind of an order. I had cleaned myself of most of the blood, but I could still taste the unusual liquid where it had sprayed on my lips while I was working. It didn't taste like human blood, almost, but there seemed to be something else in it that made it have a strange alien taste. I couldn't get the damn stuff out of my mouth.

Once relatively clean I made my way into the corridors of the ship to go find the Commander. The Master Chief was waiting for me.

"So I guess you're going to take me to the Commander, sir?" I asked him, more for conversational purposes. I knew very well where we were headed and my stomach churned at the thought. I know how you're supposed to get all peaceful after a fight, but to me the battle was still going on.

"That's right Corporal, just follow me," he replied. I did as he said and we were soon on our way through the seemingly empty hallways as compared to the bustle there had been before. Most of the soldiers were still planet side cleaning up. I'm sure the medical bay was jammed pack, though.

We arrived at the Officer's conference room where the meeting was scheduled to be held and as soon as the automatic door slid open the Master Chief pushed me through first and followed. Commander Keyes was there, sitting at the table, and so was a tough, battle hardened looking Sergeant Major. They weren't the shockers, however, as I hesitated at the entrance of the door, my eyes locked upon the two very tall alien Elites that stood behind the two humans. One of them was the Arbiter, as I could tell by his unique armor and orange eyes. The other one I hadn't met, and even though he wasn't as tall as the Arbiter, he certainly looked as formidable. I noticed two of his mandibles were missing on the left side of his jaw, a feature that was hard to forget.

"Ah, Corporal Henson, please come in and sit down. No need to be nervous," Commander Keyes said calmly and indicated a chair across from her.

I glanced around the room once more and then uneasily sat down in the seat. The Master Chief, remaining on his feet, loomed behind me like a prison guard on hand in case the unruly prisoner tried anything. I really hoped none of them thought that way about me, but the way the Elites in the room were watching me made me think otherwise.

"Before we begin I would like to make some introductions. Though we all know who each other is, the Corporal here doesn't," Keyes continued. "This is here is Sergeant Major Avery Johnson."

"Corporal," Johnson nodded toward me, his voice sounding a little gruff but not too unkind.

"And this is Ship Master R'tas Vadum. He captains the _Shadow of Intent_," Keyes said indicating the Elite with the missing mandibles. He also nodded to me, but did not speak.

"Oh, and Chief, I believe you have the final member of this meeting," she said again, this time addressing the Master Chief.

"Of course," he said and reached to the back of his neck, pulling free a small unit from his suit and inserting it into the ports on the table. A holographic image of Cortana showed up soon after that.

"I had hoped you weren't going to start without me," Cortana said, seeming displeased that she was forgotten. "Someone's got to back this girl up."

"We couldn't do a thing without you," Keyes said.

"Don't you forget it, Commander," was the AI's reply.

I was getting anxious by now. All this calm and casual talk was making me antsy, not to mention the stares of the Arbiter and R'tas Vadum. And why did Cortana think I needed backing up? Oh crap, I got a feeling this wasn't going to go well.

"So, I called you all here today mainly on the account of some troubling matters the Sangheili have brought to my attention. Corporal, I'm just going to say this plainly but…uh…what exactly _were_ you doing down there on Epsilon 7 anyways?" Keyes asked.

"Um…fighting the Covenant, ma'm?" I said with question, not sure what she wanted from me.

I heard R'tas make a huffing sound and Johnson simply said, "Hell yeah, that's my kinda answer."

"Johnson, please," Keyes scolded. "We know that, Henson, but we received reports from other marines as well as some of the Sangheili that you were, and I quote, "providing assistance to wounded Sangheili warriors in the field. Now just answer the question, yes or no, were you providing medical treatment too our allies?"

"Well, yes I was, you see—"

"Thank you, Henson, that's all I asked," she said and looked at a report in front of her. "Normally this wouldn't be a problem if they were any other human ally, but you see it was the Sangheili who requested this meeting with you. Apparently they find against dishonorable to have wounds taken care of by a healer. Most Sangheili would rather die with honor than face the dishonor and disgrace they would receive for seeing a doctor. Since you forced the Sangheili you were administering to accept your treatment through use of sedation and other methods, you have placed them in a very fragile position and the Sangheili leaders wish to express their ungratefulness for your actions."

Well that was a hell of a lot of words that mostly made their way "in one ear and out the other" as the expression goes. While Keyes was talking I was staring at her wide eyed, jaw slowly dropping and wondering how they hell I got myself into stuff like this. So I had basically gotten in a whole lot of trouble because I was doing what I thought was right? It figures, I seem to be unable to do anything right.

"Henson, do you understand the magnitude of your situation?" Keyes asked me when I had remained in my shocked position, unable to speak for some reason.

I cleared my throat before saying, "I was just doing my job as a medic, Commander." I had to say at least something for my defense. All odds seemed against me.

"A job that was never requested nor needed by the Sangheili," R'tas said, finally speaking, his voice loud and booming across the room. Even in a dire time like this I was still utterly fascinated by the way he could talk with half his mouth missing.

"I didn't know…" I replied quietly.

"You have insulted and hurt the Sangheili pride and honor each one of us works hard to obtain and keep. You must answer for this crime," R'tas continued, disregarding my plea.

"But they were hurting, they needed help. What was I supposed to do? Just leave them in pain like that?" I replied. I was feeling wrongly accused, and though the last thing I wanted was to argue with the huge Elite, I hated to be wrongly accused and could feel the frustration and anger building up inside.

"Better that than to live a life of disgrace," he said forcefully.

"Alright! Alright, I'm sorry! There I said it, are you happy now?" I yelled, not expecting the sudden burst of anger out of my usually controlled lips. I was again being treated as if I didn't matter, as if I was in the way, like I was wrong. I knew I wasn't wrong! I knew it as much as I had known I wasn't wrong when I had told that Warrant Officer to wait his turn. I wasn't going to let them make me feel otherwise. I felt like I had been struck with an epiphany, this time I was going to be right!

"Happy? Words are insufficient to cure deep wounds," he replied.

_Yeah, and so is everything else!_ I thought.

"Oh leave her alone, R'tas," Cortana said. "She's right; she didn't know it was against your customs to help wounded warriors. What could you possibly want from her?"

"I agree with the lady, she's sorry, now let her be. I really don't see what else there is to do about it," Johnson put in.

I had support! I almost smiled at the words from Johnson and Cortana. If anyone deserved the title of new best friend the two of them did. I was, of course, still angry though and knew it was going to take a lot more than the two of them to get me out of this one.

"Be that as it may, justice must still be served," the Ship Master said.

"I am familiar with your punishments, Ship Master and will not allow anything inhuman or unnecessary done to the Corporal. It seems in this matter the Sangheili and Humans are split. I stand with Henson on this matter," Keyes firmly told him and stood up, facing the giant alien, unafraid.

Uh oh! I hope I wasn't going to be the end to the Human and Sangheili alliance! Now that's something that would keep me up at night. I felt the Master Chief tense in his armor at Keyes' threat and could tell he was getting uneasy with the whole business too. I thought about trying to smooth things out by accepting punishment, though I firmly believed I didn't deserve it, when the Arbiter thankfully decided it was his turn to try and solve the situation.

"No need to get so hot blooded, my brother," the Arbiter said and placed a hand in R'tas' shoulder. "Come and speak to me a while. I may have a solution if you will hear me out."

R'tas nodded and the two of them went off to the side, away from us humans, and talked using low tones in their guttural language. Most of us had no idea what they were saying, but Cortana on the other hand gave me one of her sly smiles and became intently interested in the meeting between the two Elites. I figured she knew what they were saying so I watched her face, and was distressed by what I saw in the holographic features.

First of all, whenever the Arbiter would say something to R'tas, and R'tas would in turn obviously reply with an angry and negative response, Cortana's face scrunched up in confusion and then in almost horror at what they were discussing. Eventually, though, her face seemed to retain only the look of horror and shock as the conversation between the two Elites drug on. This made me extremely nervous, I mean, it was _me_ they were talking about and whatever they were saying about me was obviously stressing the AI.

The others noticed it too, but didn't dare ask Cortana what was going on for fear of the Elites finding out she was eavesdropping. I started to nervously tap my foot on the floor. The discussion between the two aliens had gone on quite some time and R'tas had stopped opposing the Arbiter's suggestions. Whatever the Arbiter had had in mind for me seemed to now agree with R'tas. I noticed he kept glancing over my way, sometimes in contemplation and sometimes in disbelief.

"Who decided it was a good idea to let them discuss this without us?" Johnson muttered out loud on purpose. He echoed my thoughts exactly and I considered chancing a question to Cortana who still had the blank look of disbelief painted over her features, but R'tas finally ended the apprehension when he sighed very loudly and nodded to the Arbiter.

He then proceeded to make his way towards me, and soon stood in front of where I was sitting as I cringed away from him, trying to become as small as I could in the seat of my chair. The Master Chief took a step forward, but R'tas held up a four fingered hand, indicating that he meant me no harm.

"Stand up, human," he barked and I jumped to attention, standing stiff legged in front of him. Cortana's expression had now changed to anger as she watched him examine me. I would have given anything to know what was in her mind right now.

He circled me, looking me up and down as well as smelling me. I flinched every time I heard him sniff, hoping I had put deodorant on and then realizing what a stupid thing that was to worry about, but I'm a girl, and we're usually concerned with the way we smell. R'tas then looked me in the eyes, and I forced myself to stare back at him like Commander Keyes had, though all I wanted to do was look away. He grunted after a while and walked back over to the Arbiter.

"Very well, Arbiter, we shall see how your scheme plays out," he told the taller Elite and then faced the group saying, "A decision has been made and it is your only chance to heal the wounds that have been created between our races. You will allow us to take this human medical officer aboard the _Shadow of Intent, _and we will drop all grievances."

"What!" Commander Keyes, Johnson, and I all shouted at the same time. My already shaking knees had now collapsed on me and I was back down in my chair, palms sweating, trying to figure out what he was talking about. They wanted me on board their alien ship? For what? I thought they couldn't stand the sight of me!

"You can't do this, R'tas, she wouldn't survive. Your culture is too different," Cortana snapped at them, obviously knowing why they wanted me on their ship.

"She would learn," the Ship Master replied.

"Whoa wait a second, I don't think I'm understanding this correctly, I thought you just said you hated her guts?" Johnson said.

"Please explain your decision, Ship Master," Keyes said.

"The Arbiter has changed my mind on the matter of your Corporal committing such a terrible crime. He pointed out that we did not lose any of the warriors she assisted and have come out of the battle with more numbers than we expected. Her medical skill has given us a tactical advantage we did not realize we could have. In the face of loosing this war against the Covenant that outnumbers us, I have decided to allow your Corporal to learn how to properly administer medicine to a warrior Elite during a battle in hopes that we can save more," he explained.

"But what about all that crap about your precious honor and how you can't be tainted by a doctor or spill your blood and shit like that? What gave you the big change of heart?" Johnson demanded, earning a stern look from Keyes.

"I have decided to overcome the matter of our honor in order to see if my test will work. Corporal Henson will come aboard our ship, learn our anatomy and ways to heal from our scientists and engineers, and then practice this knowledge. I wish to see how my soldiers will react."

"Well you sure can change your mind real quick about something real big," Johnson muttered.

"I don't see how that's going to work, R'tas. You know your warriors are just going to shun and try to destroy an outsider in their world, especially one who means to destroy their honor," Cortana argued.

"I have considered this and know that you must think I am asking this of your medic simply to punish her and hope she is terminated in the process. I must stress that is not the case. I simply wish her to learn from us so that maybe the other Sangheili will see the wisdom in my plan and accept her. She will be protected, of course. If you wish I will assign a warrior to be with her at all times," R'tas offered.

"Cortana, what do you think?" Keyes said to the AI.

"I think he means it, and I think we can trust him, but I wouldn't let her go. Even if we can trust R'tas, there is no way to be sure we can trust anyone else aboard his ship," Cortana replied, eying the Elites.

"I still don't see how he can change his mind like that so damn fast, it all seems a little iffy to me," Johnson said again.

"The prospect had been in the back of my mind for some time, I had considered it, but the Arbiter has made it clear to me we should try. He has spent more time with you humans than any other Sangheili and knows your doctors save many lives," R'tas said to him. "I am also searching for a peaceful way to end this controversy."

R'tas had laid it all out and there was no more to ask, except for that nagging question in the back of everyone's head, why had he so suddenly change his mind when he had just vehemently expressed his opposition to me helping the wounded Elites? We all looked to Commander Keyes. It was up to her to make the decision, but she turned to me instead and said calmly, "Zoey, it is up to you. This will drastically change your life and I do not wish to make a choice of this magnitude for you when you should do that yourself."

They all watched me, eyes boring into my head as I struggled with all that had happened to me in such a short period of time. I wasn't supposed to be doing this! I was supposed to be miserably sucking at aiming in a shooting range on some for distant and out of the way planet, patching up minor cuts and scrapes with my first aid kit, and serving the UNSC from afar, not the front lines. My life had taken a drastic turn and suddenly I was faced with a major decision, one that a person in my position shouldn't have to make. But what the hell else was I supposed to do? I signed up for this, remember. I dedicated my life to serving others no matter what and I couldn't let them down, no matter how deep in this shit I got. There was no other choice but the obvious.

So even though Cortana was telling me with her eyes that this was a bad idea, even though the Master Chief was tense and uneasy with the situation, and even though Johnson was shaking his head in disbelief, I did what I had to do, I did what Commander Keyes would have done, I agreed to R'tas Vadum's proposal.

"Excellent," the Ship Master said when I had given my answer. "Take some time to gather supplies and then meet us in the hanger. We would like to leave as soon as possible."

"R'tas, there are two matters I would like to address while we are all still here," Commander Keyes put in and she stood, saying, "I would like to send someone with Corporal Henson for at least the first few hours she is on board your ship, and I would like to discuss which one of your warriors is to be assigned to her."

"Very well, I will allow her to be accompanied for a short amount of time, who did you wish to send?"

"The Master Chief and Cortana," she said firmly.

R'tas glanced warily at the stony Spartan and the smug AI and then said, "Agreed."

"I would also like Cortana to choose which of your warriors will be the Corporal's escort. She may do this on board your ship or now, it does not matter to me, as long as I am informed and agree with her decision," Keyes continued.

Cortana smiled and said, "Oh I have just the Elite in mind for that, Commander. I think we should assign to her the one who came up with this idea in the first place, the Arbiter."

I stared at her, wondering if she had decided to hate me after all. The Arbiter, seriously? Didn't she know he didn't like me very much? I was already feeling extremely stressed with the situation, but now I was feeling set up for failure. Commander Keyes then set me a little more at ease when she agreed saying, "Yes, I've fought alongside him and must say he is the only one I have complete trust in."

"I do not have authority over the Arbiter. If this is what you wish it is his decision," R'tas said to us and then turned to the Arbiter saying, "Though I stress that you agree, Arbiter, it appears they will have it no other way."

"Certainly, R'tas, it was my idea after all," the Arbiter replied. _Well, I guess I'm stuck with him then._

"It is decided. We will meet in the hanger soon," R'tas said and nodded to me.

"You are dismissed, Corporal," Keyes said softly.

I then stood on shaky legs, saluted to everyone in the room, and turned, quickly running out the door. I sprinted down the halls as quickly as I could, trying to hide the tears that were threatening to break lose. I didn't want to cry, I had just faced hell and got through without a sniffle, and now my eyes were full of water wanting to poor down my cheeks. I usually wasn't this emotional, but sometimes all that stress and hurt that you've held back for so long just can't be held back anymore. Today had been one of the worst days of my life. I didn't look at this new assignment as an adventure; I looked at it as a punishment that I had to face. _Oh, what was I going to do? How did I get myself into these things! _

**Hi everyone, sorry I hadn't updated this sooner! I was out of town picking up my new pet hedgehog! Also, I may not be able to update again 'till later this week since I have an exam coming up I need to study for. Thanks for continuing the awesome reviews and support!**_  
><em>
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I suppose everyone comes to a time in their lives when the ground feels like it's falling away from their feet. Or like an incredible weight was suddenly dropped on their shoulders; like an inevitable doom was awaiting their approach. I think this was one of those times for me as I walked toward the hanger area, a bag of my effects slung over one shoulder. I didn't even feel this way when I was anticipating a battle. This was worse, far worse than anything, and I couldn't for the life of me find something positive to try and mask the dread.

I had made a mad dash to the medical bay earlier to try and find some human comfort before I was whisked away to live with the aliens. I had found Michelle, my new friend Michelle, who was shocked by the hasty news I spewed at her, that I was going aboard the _Shadow of Intent_. She was walking with me now, mostly for moral support. I needed someone I knew who could give me a thumbs up as I stepped onto the alien transport ship, just so I wouldn't change my mind at the last second.

The two of us approached the alien transport ship, not saying a word because we were unsure of what to say. Commander Keyes was waiting for us along with the Master Chief, with I assumed, Cortana, the two Elites, and Jet. The ODST gave me a little smile when he saw us coming. I wondered what he was doing here.

"Hey, Zoey, I heard about your transfer to the _Shadow of Intent_. Guess I thought I'd come see you off," Jet offered when I was close enough.

"Thanks for coming, Jet. You can join Michelle here in making sure I actually get on the damn ship," I said, trying to find some humor in the bleak situation, but Jet noticed how unhappy I was, I'm not that great at hiding my emotions.

"It's not that bad you know, not like you're going to your death or anything. Just think of it as, I don't know, a holiday or something. You're gonna go chill with some cool aliens, learn some new stuff, stay out of the fighting for a little bit, and then come right back to us," Jet said, trying to cheer me up.

"I hope I'm coming back…that really wasn't made clear to me."

"Don't worry about it; just remember humanity has got your back! Commander Keyes won't let them keep you forever."

I smiled at his efforts, wishing I had more time to get to know him. At least I could count him as a friend. In fact I could count many as friends who I had met on board the _Dawn_, including Fox Company I realized as I was amazed to see the squad I had briefly been a part of approach from behind the transport ship.

"Didn't think we'd let you go without thanking you for helping to patch us up out there during the battle, Corporal," Gunnery Sergeant Pike said as he shook my hand.

"We didn't know you for long, but you sure make a hell of a medic. Make sure you let those aliens know that. Don't let 'em push you around or nothing," Sergeant Calloway added.

The rest of Fox company nodded, shaking my hand and offering encouragement. Even Corporal Dylan wished me luck, though I can't say it was wholehearted.

After one of those small moments of silence where everyone was standing around awkwardly, not sure what else to say, Commander Keyes called me over to where she stood with the Master Chief. "You got everything, Henson?" she asked, placing a firm hand on my shoulder.

"Yes, ma'm," I replied.

"Good, make your final goodbyes and then you should be on your way. The Elites are eager to leave for their ship."

I nodded and turned back to my friends and Fox company. I looked at them all, taking in their faces and features, hoping I wouldn't forget a single detail during my long break from humanity. Michelle came up to me and gave me a hug, wishing me luck. Jet smiled and shook my hand, and Fox company all gave me a salute. I turned towards the massive bulk of the hard and shiny alien transport ship, building up the courage to take the first step, but before I could Commander Keyes stopped me again and shook my hand saying, "I'm proud of you, Henson. Learn well from them, stay strong, and no matter what don't forget you are human and have a place here with us. We will be waiting for your safe return."

I nodded again, not trusting myself with words and walked towards the ship. The Master Chief, who was accompanying me to the _Shadow of Intent_, nodded to Commander Keyes and then followed close behind me. His overwhelming presence gave me the rest of the courage I needed to step up onto the alien transport and begin the next big adventure of my life.

Once on board I turned back and smiled one last time at my friends as the Arbiter and R'tas Vadum also boarded the ship, after exchanging a few words with Keyes, and the doors began to close. I waved, and they waved back, Jet giving me thumbs up, and I prayed I'd see them again soon.

"Take a seat and strap yourself down," the Master Chief advised as the engines started up and the hanger area surrounding the transport cleared in anticipation of the ship's departure.

I did as I was told, looking out the windows as we departed from the _Forward Unto Dawn _and moved out into space towards the _Shadow of Intent_ that loomed menacingly in the distance. I was scared shitless, but tried to look brave, not wanting the Master Chief to see how weak I really was. My knuckles turned white from gripping the edge of my seat and I tried to calm down by turning my thoughts to the interior design of the alien space craft.

Everything was purple, of course. They seemed to like that color, though I couldn't for the life of me take a guess as to why. The walls were made of a particularly glossy metal and all the computers had a type of holographic screen that seemed to respond to touch. I watched this in action as the Elites piloting the ship told it what to do by tapping the holographs. The Arbiter and R'tas were speaking silently to one another on the bridge of the ship, but I could see them from where I was. They kept glancing at me and I wondered what they were talking about.

"So, how're you doing?" asked a female voice and I was surprised to see Cortana standing on a little table next to the Chief and me. I hadn't noticed the Spartan insert her into the ship while I was looking around.

"Not so good," I said, deciding it was better if I was honest.

"Don't worry, just relax. The Master Chief and I will be with you for your first day on board the _Shadow of Intent. _You'll be fine."

"Yeah, while you're there, what happens when you leave," I asked, shuddering. Every time I thought about being alone on the ship with no one around but aliens I didn't know anything about, I started to get scared again and doubt my decision.

"You'll be with the Arbiter, of course," she said.

"Like I know him any better than any other Elite," I pointed out.

"I can vouch for him. The two of us have been through a lot together and I trust him, you should too," the Master Chief said.

"You're doing a good thing, Zoey. No one has attempted to show the Elites our ways since the alliance was formed. No matter what happens, you've already done more than enough to be proud of," Cortana said softly.

I nodded, still unsure, and tried to relax again, which again failed to work. To make things worse the Arbiter chose that moment to walk up to us and join our conversation. I flinched as his towering form stood over us, free of any constraints while I was strapped down firmly in my chair. I noticed the Master Chief was also free of straps. Why was I the only one? I guess they thought I couldn't handle a few bumps and jostles, but I didn't want to argue so I stayed put.

"Observe, we approach the _Shadow of Intent,_" the tall alien announced and I strained my neck to look out the window at the fast closing alien vessel, the Sangheili flagship. It was huge, and had a bulbous looking head attached to a slender neck and then a wide body. It looked almost like a giant purple whale to me.

We were soon entering the hanger of the massive ship, a little too quickly in my opinion, and, as I thought, the entire interior of the _Shadow of Intent_ was purple. What is it with the purple! I should ask the Arbiter when I get the chance. In fact, the inside of the flagship looked very similar to the alien transport, except for the fact that it was way bigger. I guess the Elites didn't really like variety.

The transport came to a jolting stop inside the _Shadow of Intent_ and all of the sudden I was glad I was strapped into my chair or I probably would have gone flying into a wall or something. I wasn't too surprised that the Master Chief and the Arbiter remained steady and on their feet throughout the whole docking process. I didn't think anything could bother them or stop them from doing anything they put their mind too. That kind of worried me since I was going to be stuck with the Arbiter for the whole time I was on board the alien ship. I doubted there was anything he was going to let me get away with. It was going to be just like boot camp all over again, always being told what to do and always earning a disappointed look even though you gave a certain task your best damn effort. There was nothing about this whole ordeal I was looking forward too, but I again reminded myself that I was doing my duty for the UNSC and that I needed to quite griping and accept my orders.

"Commander Keyes, we have safely arrived on board the alien vessel," I heard the Master Chief mutter into his helmet as we waited for the doors to open and let us out onto the noisy floor of the Elite's hanger area. I guess he was ordered to check in with her every once in a while and I didn't know if that made me feel any better or worse. Either Keyes wanted to know how things were going, or she expected trouble and was standing by to come to my rescue, I couldn't be sure.

I soon turned my attention to R'tas Vadum, however, as he motioned to the opening door and said to me, "Welcome aboard the _Shadow of Intent._"

So yeah, I'm a little embarrassed to admit that from the first moment I stepped onto the deck to pretty much the whole rest of the time I was on board the _Shadow of Intent_ my eyes were wide with amazement and my jaw usually hung open with awe at everything I saw. It was a beautiful ship to behold. Not in the way a field of flowers or a bright green forest was, but more like a deep blue stormy ocean or a lithe predator preparing to attack. The _Shadow of Intent_ was alive with alien colors and technology that I had never seen, and yet I knew it was even more deadly than a formidable ship like the _Dawn._ To put it more simply, I was like "dayamn."

"Impressive don't you think?" I heard a deep voice behind my shoulder say and I tore my gaze away from the immensity of the _Intent_ to the Arbiter who was also gazing upon the inside of the ship. "I had hoped you would become distracted by the differences in our ship and yours to better put your mind at ease. I noticed you have been uneasy," he continued.

"You think," I muttered under my breath, hoping he didn't hear that, and nodded in response to his statement. All he had done was make me vow to never let the beauty and strangeness of the _Shadow of Intent_ ever take me off guard.

"Follow me," R'tas said and started off across the large expanse of the hanger towards the deeper interior of the ship. Our small group followed him, and though I stayed as close to the Master Chief and Cortana as I could, I couldn't help but take in every little detail that I saw.

The shiny purple metal on the walls of the starship sometimes reflected our faces, and the neon glowing red, blue, green, and blue lights and holographs glowed in the low light, begging for a closer inspection. I wished I could have the time to look at them all; all the little alien computers and machines that we walked by and all the portals and doors that seemed to hum as I approached them, but R'tas was keeping up a fast pace and I sighed and hoped that if I was going to be stuck here they would at least give me a tour sooner or later.

"See, it's not as bad as you thought," I heard Cortana's voice coming from the Master Chief's external speakers.

"So far," I whispered back. "The ship is amazing, but I haven't met the crew yet."

As if on cue, a group of five Elites were suddenly right in front of us, offering what seemed to me greetings to the Arbiter and their Shipmaster. I was ashamed of myself for it, but I couldn't help but hide behind the Master Chief during the whole meeting. I mean, come on, you'd probably do the same thing in my position. I was like the smallest thing on board the entire ship and was feeling pretty vulnerable. They probably had trashcans bigger than I was!

"Human, come forward and meet my brothers," R'tas demanded of me after he was done talking to his "brothers" in their guttural language. I wasn't sure if they were like his biological brothers or his spiritual brothers, but I was sure the last thing I wanted to do was meet them. But what was I supposed to do, disobey a seven foot tall alien?

I found myself taking a deep breath, grabbing hold of the Master Chief's arm, and dragging him along with me to go and meet these "brothers." As I said, there were five of them. They all wore varying colors of armor from the gold to deep purple, all glowing with lights and colored weapons. They eyed me and suspiciously took a few wary steps back when they saw I had brought the Spartan along. R'tas held up a hand, indicating he meant no harm, and then to my shock and utter horror he grabbed me, pulling me away from the Master Chief, and pushed out in front of him to the waiting Elites.

You can imagine how frightened I was after being yanked from my protector and shoved into the faces of those I wanted protection from. The first thought that ran through my head as the Elite faces were suddenly inches from my own was _oh God they're going to eat me! _And then of course I became quickly flustered with the fact that R'tas had been so rude as the throw me at them without warning. Was this some kind of Elite custom or something? Or did they treat all their new visitors like meat sacks?

After the initial shock it was all I could do but try and control my bladder as the huge mandibles of the first Elite, just inches from my face, breathed on me with that putrid meaty breath they seemed to have. I flinched backwards, but R'tas held me in place and refused to let me move as the rest of the Elites inspected me closely. They finally stepped back away from me after a few terrifying moments had gone by, and as soon as I felt R'tas' four fingered hands release my shoulders I made a beeline for the Master Chief and buried my face in his cold armor. It was a little awkward hugging such a person as a Spartan, but it was a lot less awkward than being smelled by a massive alien you didn't even know. I had to choose the lesser of the two evils in this situation. The Master Chief didn't react to my sudden affection, but he didn't push me away either which comforted me in a strange sort of way. I guess after all I had been through I'd take any kind of comfort, no matter how cold.

"R'tas! What was that about?" Cortana demanded, again speaking from the Chief's helmet. "Chief, insert me into the _Shadow of Intent's_ system, I want to speak to him face to face."

The Master Chief obliged her request and soon the fiery AI was standing with her hands on her hips in plain view of everyone. "Now again, why did you do that to Corporal Henson? You can't treat a human in that way. That is not the way we greet each other in our customs."

"I apologize, but they wanted to test her courage if she is to be staying with us. Sangheili do not like to be in the presence of cowardice. It is insulting," R'tas explained. "She has passed the test. The other generals agree that though she exhibits great weakness compared to our race, she has sufficient courage for her own race."

"Really?" I asked, looking up from the Master Chief. I hadn't expected that, I was sure they were going to write me off as the next meal after I had barely contained myself from doing something embarrassing and had fled back to the Master Chief in terror. I guess they didn't have very high standards for humans here.

"Well I hope you're satisfied," Cortana said. "Next time try to show a little more respect and concern for her. She is new here after all and knows nothing about you."

"Very well, I will keep that in mind," R'tas seemed to sigh. He then changed the subject by indicating the five Elites and saying, "These are a few of my highest ranking officers. Their names are Zhar Zamum, Scal Retonam, Ghel Sesoram, Dar Thelam, and Jira Uduam." Each Sangheili nodded his head when R'tas introduced him, but I can already tell you there was no way I was ever going to memorize those names. Why did these aliens have to be so complicated? I hoped R'tas didn't continue to overwhelm me by giving me their ranks.

Thankfully he decided that was enough introductions and dismissed the group of large Elites after they had conveyed their greetings. They seemed respectful enough, not counting the intense smelling and examination of me earlier, but I could feel some of their hostility towards me as they watched. I didn't think they approved of their commander's decision on bringing a human aboard, especially a female medic. The one called Scal Retonam seemed particularly loathsome of me, and I just hoped that I never ran into any of them in a dark ally. In fact, I began to get the feeling that almost all of the Elites on board the _Shadow of Intent_ hated the sight of me. Every one of them we passed as we continued on our way through the ship seemed to glare at me, except for the noticeably younger ones who looked more curious than angry. Either way they all stared at me, and I couldn't help but remember a time when I was younger and used to dream about being a celebrity or someone important; this was not what I had in mind. I just hoped that maybe things would start to look up as the crew got to know me a little better, but let's face it; I was in for one hell of a time on board the _Shadow of Intent_.

**So, hey readers, how's it going? Sorry it's been so long since I updated, I had so many exams and quizzes that I had to study for so I didn't have much time for anything else. Thanks for hanging in there though, it means a lot!**

**Mysterious Angel-05, that is so awesome that your brother had a hedgehog! Mine's name is Sonic too! Awesome name for an awesome pet! I said "awesome" a lot didn't I? Thanks for loving my story!**

**Happy Halloween to you all if you celebrate it! I will update next week since I have a big family party thing I have to go to this weekend. See you next update! :)**
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The four of us soon made it to the _Shadow of Intent's_ bridge which was located in the center of the ship, unlike on most human ships that had theirs near the front. The bridge was just as fascinating as the rest of the ship, maybe even more so. There were much more computers here than anywhere else and large viewing screens to look out to space with. One of these screens held an image of the all too familiar _Forward Unto Dawn_ and I felt a pang of homesickness when I saw it. There were many other Elites at computer terminals scattered around the bridge and there was a chair of some kind in the middle of the room, probably the Shipmaster's chair. Surprisingly, none of the Elites in the room seemed too concerned I was there. I guess they had all known ahead of time I was coming since they were closest to the Shipmaster and I saw the five I had met earlier were also present. They did stare at me the way every single other alien in the ship had stared at me, though. Cortana soon appeared there as well and seemed to be quite happy exploring the _Intent's_ computer systems and muttering to herself about alien firewalls.

"This is where I will leave you. I need to see to my ship and getting us on course to our next destination. The Arbiter will continue to show you around and then take you to your rooms for some rest later," R'tas said. He then turned away from us and went on his way as if we weren't even there. I would never understand these strange alien customs.

"Come with me," the Arbiter said, once R'tas was thoroughly immersed in something else, and he led the way off the bridge and back into the passageways.

I was rather disappointed about this, I mean I was actually looking forward to seeing how the alien ship worked and we kind of just walked out of the most interesting part of the ship and back to all the scary alien corridors. Way to take me away from the one thing I was excited about on the otherwise terrifying flagship. Thinking on it later though, I realized that this was probably because the Master Chief and Cortana were with me. The Elites didn't seem to want to give away any secrets to these two that they had reserved for me and they were probably wary of what the silent Spartan and smart AI were taking in during their visit. This was, of course, the only disadvantage to having the Spartan around, and as far as I was concerned it was hardly a disadvantage at all compared to how it would be without him.

A perfect example of how useful he was happened right after we had left the bridge. So, the Master Chief and I were following the Arbiter to God knows where, when out of the corner of my eye I noticed a dark shadow that seemed to be following us. I at first just blew it off as an Elite going about his business, but anyone would start to get a little uneasy when the shadow didn't eventually leave, but kept following. _Why was I the only one who seemed to notice?_ Maybe it was because I was a little bit more worried for my life at the moment than the other two, or maybe they were trying to appear unsuspicious to throw the follower off, but whatever the case I must admit I really wasn't afraid for my life anymore and felt completely safe after I saw the Master Chief whip around lightning fast and smash the attacking Elite in the face, breaking it's long tough neck in the process.

Other than the short scream that had escaped my throat and the sick sound of bone snapping, there was no other noise from the abrupt fight that had just broken out before my eyes. The Elite that had tried to, I assume, kill me lay dead on the floor. His energy sword that had been glowing blue just moments before was now darkened and his neck lay at an odd angle. The Master Chief stood over his lifeless body, seemingly unaffected, and the Arbiter gazed at the scene from farther back where he had been leading us. He had been quick to turn around when the assassin Elite had charged, but was not fast enough to stop the Master Chief from killing one of his warriors.

I stood dead still behind the Spartan, terrified from the shock of the moment. Someone on board the _Shadow of Intent_ had already tried to kill me. My outlook, though I was starting to feel better about it before, suddenly took a sharp plummet. Sure I was safe now with the deadly Spartan on my side, but when he left…I would be vulnerable again and I'm sure there were other Elites on the ship that felt the same way this one did about me.

A second later Cortana appeared. "Zoey! Are you alright," she asked me, her voice full of concern. I nodded, wishing for the world that she was solid so I could hug her and hide my face in her shoulder. Yeah, sometimes I get a little too emotional.

"He was armed and obviously meant to do your Corporal harm, I am not angry with what has happened, only…disappointed," the Arbiter finally said, walking up to the body and taking the energy sword that lay on the ground.

"Disappointed?" the Chief asked.

"He did not obey his commander. It was ordered that the human was not to be hurt. He has died a dishonorable death, one that no Sangheili should endure. I do not hold any of you responsible," the Arbiter continued.

"This isn't going to happen all the time is it? The Chief and I won't be around to stop it and it sure didn't look like you jumped at the chance to save her life," Cortana continued. I was shocked at the way she talked to the Elite, but then she pretty much talked to everyone however she felt.

"You do not trust I will protect her? I am confused by this. You were the one who chose me for the task," he said, deep voice almost challenging.

"I am only concerned that you may put the life of one of your warriors above hers."

The Arbiter shook his head, "You may be assured that I would not do that. To have her aboard this ship was partly my idea, though I may decide to simply stop an assassin rather than kill him."

"I didn't want to take any chances," the Spartan said.

"Understandable," the Arbiter replied. "I suggest we move on, I need to discuss the situation with the Shipmaster and will leave you in secure quarters where you will be safe for now."

The Master Chief nodded and we walked away, leaving the body of the dishonored Elite where it lay. The Spartan had to nudge me a little to get me to move from where I had been frozen in place, and I stayed as close as I could to him the whole rest of the way knowing that if anything else happened he would risk his life to keep me safe. I was still confused by the whole thing, though. If the Elites felt keeping their honor was so important then why risk losing it? Surely my attacker knew he couldn't take the Master Chief and the Arbiter on by himself. Maybe the thought of being cured by a doctor was so revolting to him that risking a dishonorable death was better than seeing his whole race dishonored by me. I guess if you believe in something strongly enough nothing else matters. Well I certainly strongly believed that as long as I was with the Spartan I was safe, and that as soon as he left I was in deep shit.

* * *

><p>The Arbiter took us down a hall that looked just as purple as all the rest of them and we came to stop in front of a door. He showed me how to unlock the door by placing a hand on the holographic pad right next to it, and then took us inside. This was, apparently, to be my room while on board the <em>Shadow of Intent<em>, and let me tell you it was quite a room. The walls were made out of the same purple metal and the room was huge, compared to most human barracks where all you get is a bunk crowded in with a bunch of other marines. There was a flat surface covered in a type of gel looking substance that I assumed was the bed, and there was something that looked like a table and a chair that I could use as a desk. The ceiling was tall, to accommodate Elites, and the room was wide and spacey. Nothing other than the gel looked at all comfortable and I wondered if they had ever heard of blankets and pillows because I was going to need them.

"Does it please you?" the Arbiter asked as the Chief and I finished looking around. "The Shipmaster has promised to provide anything that is missing."

"Well, it could use some pillows and blankets," I said, squishing the gel with my finger. The Arbiter turned his head at this, appearing confused.

"Uh, you know, something to cover myself with when it gets cold and something soft to lay my head on," I explained.

"Beggars can't be choosers," Cortana mumbled. I shot her a dirty look, I really didn't think of myself as a "beggar" in this situation. They wanted me here after all.

"I'll see what I can do," The Arbiter said.

Suddenly I remembered something very important that I hadn't seen since I got here that had been weighing on my mind for some time now. I was a little embarrassed to ask about it, but it was kind of an essential human necessity and I might as well bring it up now while Cortana and the Master Chief were here to help me explain since I wasn't sure how similar Elite and human lifestyles were.

"Um, what about a bathroom?" I blurted, unsure of how else to put it.

Cortana chuckled as the Arbiter again looked confused. "What is this?" he asked.

"It's uh where humans go to…get rid of wastes in the body," I struggled, trying to explain as politely and scientifically as I could.

"We have areas were the cleansing takes place. All on the ship use them," the Arbiter replied.

"Yeah, that's not going to work for humans. Their anatomy is different from yours," Cortana explained after the look of despair crossed my features. "She's probably going to need something more private."

The Arbiter considered this and said, "I see that you are correct. We could perhaps set one of the areas aside just for the human. No others will be allowed entrance."

I nodded, pretty sure I was going to be holding it for as long as I could before daring that, but was resolved to accept anything that was thrown at me. This was a new culture with new rules, I needed to figure out how to adapt fast or fail at my task.

"If there is nothing else, I will take my leave. Stay here until told otherwise. It is safest for you in this way," the Arbiter then said. He left the room and the door slid closed behind him with a small chiming sound. As awkward as being around the Arbiter was, I kind of wished he hadn't left because I was feeling extremely awkward just standing there with the Master Chief and Cortana, especially after the previous conversation.

"So, you think you're going to be alright without us?" Cortana asked, breaking the silence.

"I don't know. I don't really trust the Arbiter fully," I said. "And that attack today really unnerved me. Knowing I was so close to death…"

The Master Chief took something off his belt and handed it to me. It was a small black device that looked like it could be talked into. "That is a distress beacon. If you activate it then I will be notified and come right away to your aid. I hope this will put you at a little more ease. Your allies are never too far away to help you," the Spartan said.

"Only activate if you're in real trouble. We will stop everything and try to get here as soon as we can. It's only for emergencies since R'tas probably wouldn't like it if we were breaking down his doors everyday just because you got a little nervous. If you're in trouble, go to the Arbiter first. I know you said you didn't trust him, but he is sworn to protect you in any way he can. As you probably guessed already, Elites are very honorable and he won't go back on his word," Cortana explained to me.

"Thank you, both of you, for everything," I said running my fingers over the device. "I would be dead let alone petrified, scared, and a hell of a mess if you two hadn't come along to help me."

"Don't mention it," the Master Chief said.

"We just want to make this as easy as we can for you," Cortana added, giving me an encouraging smile. "I know the bed's not great, but you should get a little rest before the Arbiter comes back. You look like you haven't had any in a while."

I nodded and sat down on the "bed," testing it again with my hand. "Would you mind just sitting over here with me while I slept?" I asked the Master Chief.

He nodded and sat down on the bed beside me as I lay down, curling up a little, and tried to get some sleep. I felt better knowing he was near, I felt safer, and in feeling safer I thought I just might be able to sleep. In fact it wasn't long before the fatigue and stress I had gone through during the day took over my body and my eyes grew heavy. I slowly fell asleep with the comfort of the glowing blue light from Cortana and the protective presence of the giant Spartan keeping a watch on the door. Maybe when I woke up things wouldn't seem as bad. Maybe it would start to get better.

**This chapter was a little bit shorter because I am saving a longer one for next time when Zoey starts her life on the Shadow Of Intent without the Master Chief and Cortana. Thank you again for reading! **

**Oh, and to let you know I am kind of making up some of the social and behavioral ways the Elites live since there really isn't any references to that. An example is Zoey's room on the ship. It's purely what I think it would be like and not based off of fact. **

**To Mysterious Angel-05: No, I didn't know it was breast cancer awareness month! Thanks for letting me know! Though that was probably in October right? **

**See ya'll next time!**
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Boy was I wrong! Things didn't seem to be getting any better as I woke within the next couple of hours to an abrupt shake from the Master Chief. I at first didn't know where I was, the lights were a dim purple and my back felt weird. My heart skipped a few beats as I looked around wildly, trying to find something familiar, and then saw the Spartan's orange visor bending over me and Cortana in the background…_oh yeah; I'm on an alien ship. _

"What is it?" I asked as I gained my bearings and sat up, shaking my head clear of the grogginess.

"R'tas wants to see you," the Master Chief replied.

_R'tas wanted to see me? What was he gonna do, shove a few more Elites in my face?_ "Right," I yawned, and stood up following the Spartan out of the room and back down the many corridors. He seemed to know his way, though I was just as lost as ever, but I guess a Spartan had to be good at just about everything; glad I'm not a Spartan.

We soon arrived at the _Shadow of Intent's_ bridge again and R'tas was their waiting for us. He eyed me with his piercing stare and nodded with satisfaction. I guess he was glad I was still alive and uninjured; though I can't say I had much hope of remaining that way.

"Corporal Henson, I trust you are enjoying your stay?" he announced loudly across the room, appearing quite pleased with himself for presenting me with such a difficult question to answer.

I decided to play it safe and answered, "Yes, thank you, it's been interesting," though every ounce of me wanted to scream at him that I had _not_ been enjoying it at all.

He snorted, and then came towards me saying, "Please forgive the rudeness my warriors have shown you, especially the shamed one who tried to kill you. They know not what good you could do them and some of them hold too dearly the nature of our honor. They do not accept change very well."

I nodded, not sure of how else to respond. I didn't want to tell him to his face that he needed to keep his Elites under better control, but I also didn't want to lie to him by telling him it was alright that I was continuously being attacked by enraged and very large aliens.

The Arbiter walked in just then and saved me from having to continue the conversation. With the way it was going, someone was going to get offended and if it was R'tas, I was screwed. I don't know how much the Master Chief would do against the Shipmaster, but I guess if it came down to that the Elite and Human alliance would be shattered…whoa, okay, let's not get so far ahead of ourselves now! Like I'd ever let that happen!

"Ah, Arbiter, I am glad you made it in time to see the Spartan off. I was beginning to worry I would be stuck with the Human once they were gone if you didn't show up," R'tas said as the Arbiter walked in, forgetting our conversation for the moment.

It took awhile for his words to actually sink in and register in my brain. It was kind of like someone nonchalantly telling you something horrible which would lead you, being so shocked by what you just heard, to stand there with your jaw hanging open trying to understand the meaning of the words. When they finally did register in my head, I felt my stomach drop and I started to sweat. _The Master Chief was leaving! He just got here! _

"Did you say the Master Chief was leaving?" I nervously asked the Elites.

"Yes, he has been here for the allotted amount of time and now he and the AI must return to the human ship," R'tas replied.

I turned to the silent Spartan searching for answers in the smooth armored helmet and finding none, "How long has it been. It seems like we just got here. I thought you were going to stay longer."

"You slept for a long time. It is true what the Shipmaster said, Cortana and I must return," he said.

"But if it helps any, I think you're ready. You'll do fine," Cortana said, materializing into view.

_Fine_…she had to have been saying that just to make me feel better. There was no way I was going to last, but I guess the time had come when I finally got to show my true worth as a soldier. No more taking cover in the background, it was all me from here on out.

* * *

><p>I soon found myself back in the hanger, staring up at another big alien transport ship, only this time I wasn't getting on it, this time I was staying behind and this time I wasn't happy about it.<p>

The Master Chief and Cortana were thanking R'tas Vadum and the Arbiter for their hospitality. I was watching, waiting for when they would say goodbye to me. I wanted to beg for extending their time here, maybe trade a little more of my life so they could stay longer, hell I even thought of selling my soul if it would keep them here, but instead I remained silent. I watched as the Master Chief finished his goodbyes and approached me. He held out his hand, and this time I wasn't afraid to place mine in his giant palm and give him a handshake.

"Remember the beacon I gave you. I will come if it is activated, but try not to get into anymore trouble," the Spartan said and released my hand.

"Stay sharp and attentive and do what they tell you. There are rules for a reason," Cortana added. "We'll see you in a few months."

"Thank you so much for everything," I said, smiling at them, silently wishing they weren't really leaving me here.

"Our pleasure," the Master Chief replied. He then placed a device into the ship computer and Cortana stepped into it, after which he placed in the back of his neck. He nodded to me once and I again smiled back, then he turned and boarded the transport that would take him back to the _Forward Unto Dawn_. I watched, resisting the urge to join him on the transport and go back myself, as my brave and loyal protector, all clad in ghostly green armor, was soon lost from view and the ship slowly took off and moved out into space.

_Oh shit, here come the waterworks!_ I thought as a couple of small tears trickled down my face. _Come on, stiffen up, they weren't leaving for good_. I would see them again, I could get through this. I was a UNSC marine, and marine's never give up! That was when I heard a strange sound like the clearing of a very long throat from behind me and I turned to see the Arbiter waiting on me.

"Are you well?" he asked.

"Yes, I'm fine. Why, what's wrong with me?"

"You appear to be leaking."

"Oh, no it's just tears," I said, wiping away the water droplets on my face that had confused him. "Humans leak water out of their eyes when they are sad or get emotional sometimes."

"I see," he said, "Are you upset?"

"Of course I am. I'm here in a strange new place, all by myself, and my two friends have just left me alone. I'm scared, tired, hungry, and have no idea what's going to happen to me within the next hour or the next couple of seconds," I nearly yelled at him, not realizing I must have sounded pretty mad. I didn't mean to take it out on him, he just happened to be around when I felt like it was a good time to vent my feelings.

The Arbiter looked to R'tas, who seemed to shrug and then said to me, "The Spartan is gone and now you can begin learning our ways. You will find there is no time to despair for there is too much to learn. The Arbiter will explain the way the ship works to you. Next cycle you will meet the healer. You are with the Sangheili now, welcome aboard."

* * *

><p>The Arbiter took me away from the hanger as soon as R'tas had left. I was officially in the massive alien's charge now, and he was already beginning to jam Elite culture down my throat. I understand the importance of learning how to avoid pissing giant aliens off, but I was a little upset at the moment and was tiring quickly of being drug around a ship filled with hateful Elites.<p>

The first thing the Arbiter made very clear to me was to simply avoid other Elites for the time being. None of them were used to me, in fact there were a few who still didn't know I was on the ship, and it was going to take some time for them to get used to a human walking down the hallways they used every day.

"When addressing Sangheili, you must show respect or you will be shown none. I will demonstrate," the Arbiter said as he was explaining the proper ways to talk to an Elite. He turned toward me, placed his hand on his chest and bowed his head. He did it very quickly, and then straightened back out to his full height. It appeared to me to be a sign of submission to a higher figure for just an instant before returning to the normal "I could kill you with my eyes closed" stance that all the Elites appeared to have. I just can't get over how prideful these guys are.

He then gestured that I should try, so I did what he had done before. Hand on my chest, bent my head down, and then straightened back out. "How was that?" I asked.

"It will suffice. You cannot possibly perform the greeting with the same grace as a Sangheili, you have not the structure, but most will recognize your efforts."

"Why thank you," I said, grateful that Elites hadn't quite picked up on human sarcasm yet. I personally was glad my neck wasn't almost as long as my body and that I had five fingers instead of only four. Having a mouth that wasn't split up into sections was also a bonus.

The Arbiter nodded and then added to my instructions, "Make sure you do not look the Sangheili in the eye until the bow is complete. Always wait until spoken too. Never speak first."

"I don't ever see you doing this, when you talk to R'tas and the other Elites," I said, curious as to why these rules only seemed to apply to me.

"I am the Arbiter, no rank is higher than the one I hold," he said, surveying me with his glowing orange eyes.

"I didn't know that," I said feeling almost flattered that an Elite so high in command would take the time to help me, but the flattery was short lived when I realized what he was really saying, _oh so I have to do it because I am inferior to everyone else on the ship!_ I would think they should have to bow to me; I was their guest after all and here to help them by my choice.

The Arbiter must have seen the anger in my eyes and tried to explain. "This is only for your safety. If you appear to think you are better or have authority over those who are stronger than you, it could be dangerous."

"But you believe I am less than you or any other Elite because I am human," I replied, a scowl deepening on my face.

"It matters not what I believe. You are here and charged to me. I must do all I can to keep you from harm."

I sighed and gave it up. He hadn't said he thought I was inferior, but he hadn't said he didn't either. It still made me fighting mad and I wasn't happy, but I wasn't looking to get killed either. I told myself I'd find some way to earn some respect around here, but maybe I should get to know them before I made myself look like a dumbass and put an even larger gap between us.

The Arbiter started to lead me off again, but paused before continuing and turned back to me. "One other thing that I have noticed that must be corrected; you must never use the word "elite" again when referring to us. We are the Sangheili. The word "elite" is a degrading name that was given to us by your species early in the war. To call us this is an insult that I cannot bear further."

_Well sorry! _I thought. That was what I had always called them and heard them called before. It seemed like everything I did, even the way I think, was wrong here on the _Shadow of Intent_. What was I supposed to do? Leave everything that made me human behind? Yeah I realize I must sound like a dick right now, bitching about every little thing this guy was trying to teach me. I know he's only trying to help, but I was stressed and had just lost my Spartan. I suppose I was trying to replace the feelings of terror and dread that kept trying to creep up in my chest with anger and defiance. So I took some deep breaths and followed the Arbiter as he led me to another part of the ship. I was grateful he had turned around and started to walk away before he saw my little tantrum of anger playing across my face.

As we walked I noticed we were drawing closer and closer to an area of the ship that seemed to be louder than the rest. The Sangheili didn't seem to say much generally and were pretty much a quiet bunch except for the occasional loud disagreements I had heard between them, but throughout the halls we were in now I could hear many sounds of their voices. It was in the form of grunt, yells, and cries, but I hadn't heard this many of them together in one place except in battle.

"What is all that noise?" I asked the Arbiter.

"Would you like to see?" he said, stretching his neck around to look at me.

"Yes."

"Then I will show you."

He led me closer and pretty soon I was amazed to see we had entered what looked like a Sangheili training ground. There were all sorts of them, tall, broad, dark, and light with various kinds of weapons practicing for battle…or maybe even for fun. Their loud cries of hurt and victory resounded throughout the room.

"This is where we train. It is important to exercise your skills, even in the limited space of the ship," the Arbiter said. "There are many weapons here, but since this is a training area it is permitted. Otherwise, to draw a weapon in our culture demands blood must be spilled. We never do so unless we mean to do battle."

"I guess that's kind of the same as with humans, but we don't have such strict rules about it," I observed, caught up in the moment of the dueling Sangheili. It was fascinating to watch then move. They had such grace and poise that I hadn't noticed before as they seemed to dance across the floor. I had never seen them fight before. The first battle I had been in with them was the one on Epsilon 7, but there I had only seen them wounded in the dirt, never fighting.

My attention was captured by two younger looking Sangheili off to one side of the room. They were wielding the bright blue energy swords that seemed so popular with their race. I watched as they swayed and dipped, avoiding each other's blades while trying to find an opening to strike. The dazzling blue lightning like energy of the blades pulsed and sparked when the swords met and then separated seconds afterwards. They were so quick and light. The taller of the two seemed to have the edge as he leaped out of the way of the smaller one and tried for a quick slice on his back. Surprisingly, the smaller one spun quickly around on his large hoof-like feet and blocked the blow with phenomenal speed. They then faced off again, breathing heavily and pacing in circles, the muscles of their thick hind legs full of power and ready to spring into action. When they finally did attack each other again it was so fast my eyes almost missed it. They came together, and then were suddenly apart, the taller Sangheili flat on his back while the smaller held his sword inches from the other's neck. He then turned off his blade with a flick of his wrist and helped his opponent up. They faced each other, bowed, and then parted ways.

"A fight with honor, they were equally matched, but one took the advantage the other did not see and so came to victory," the Arbiter observed after noticing the fascination I had with the duel.

"It was beautiful. Like a storybook battle between the old Samurai warriors we used to have on Earth a long time ago," I said.

"The elegance of the blade has not been lost to us as it has with your kind….would you like to learn it?" the Arbiter asked me, his deep voice sincere.

I looked at him, surprised that he would offer to teach me something the Sangheili held sacred and I considered turning him down, but I was too entranced by the beauty of the sword and the fantasy it gave me. I was here to learn anything I could after all, right?

"I'd love to," I replied.

The Arbiter nodded, "I will see what can be done. Come, there is more for you to see and learn."

I followed him out of the room and noticed many of the Sangheili who had been engrossed in battles before were now finishing them and realizing that I was there. I felt their many eyes boring into my flesh as they must have been wondering who I was and what a human was doing here, watching them. Despite the exciting and peaceful moments I had had before while seeing them practice, I was now becoming nervous again as they watched me follow the Arbiter out the door. Would I ever be accepted into their world, a world that I was slowing growing an appreciation for? I didn't think so.
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Chapter 9: Pillows and Blankets

A growing apprehension soon came over me as the day progressed. Everything I was seeing and experiencing, all the new customs and traditions, it was all slowly starting to choke me. I tried to hide it at first, but then my thoughts and fears started to get the better of me as I fully realized how much there was to learn that I didn't know. Normally that wouldn't be a problem in a normal situation, but if you think my situation is normal then you probably haven't been paying very good attention so far, if I didn't learn all there was to know and learn it fast then I was dead. One small slip up could end my life; you could say I was balancing on the tip of one of their bright blue swords, just waiting to be pushed.

When the Arbiter brought me to the "cafeteria" on board the _Shadow of Intent,_ I think the anxiousness inside me finally exploded outward. There were Sangheili everywhere, filling up the room as they growled and grunted over food and social matters. They all looked the same to me, all cruel, vicious, and cold with their fierce language and hostile appearance. The many different colors of their bright glowing armor blinded my eyes as I failed to take it all in and in the dark, ambient light of the ship the scene before me looked like a nightmare.

I quickly backed away before any of them caught a glimpse of me and pressed myself against a wall, shaking my head in denial. Could I really do this? All I wanted was to leave this place, to go back to the serene training room, or better yet the _Forward Unto Dawn_. But that was impossible. The Arbiter realized I was in distress, but I don't think he got the whole picture, I wasn't distressed, I was panicked and my heart felt like it was going to come right out of my chest.

"Is there something…that bothers you?" he asked.

Breathing heavily I finally got out, "It's just a little too much for me to take in right now."

The Sangheili clacked his mandibles in what sounded like irritation to me. So what, he was mad at me now? The anger that I had felt earlier started to build back up again and I felt a scowl develop on my face. It just wasn't fair, here I was trying my best to accept all that he showed me and he gets upset when I tell him I need a little break? I wasn't a damn machine!

"Now I seem to have angered you," he stated and seemed to sigh, "Is there no end to the emotion of humans?"

"Hey, if you don't like it then why were you so insistent that I be brought aboard this ship? Don't you realize that I'm different from you? I can't be like one of your stony Sangheili warriors, I'm human and emotion is what makes me who I am. You obviously don't know humans as much as you think you do if you hadn't anticipated that I may not be able to memorize every single little detail in just a few hours!" I almost yelled at him, also aware that the louder I got the more Elites would be alerted to my presence.

He considered what I had said and replied, "You are behaving with more difficulties than I thought; perhaps I should take you back and continue the tour later."

Was it impossible to make this guy mad? I could get him irritated and impatient, but that wasn't enough to call the Master Chief over. "Well this whole thing is worse than I thought it would be and I was thinking some pretty terrible things," I said back.

The Arbiter grunted and indicated I should follow him. "I will take you to your quarters, and then I must speak with R'tas."

"Fine," I said and followed him away from the cafeteria back down the long purple halls. _That hadn't gone very well! _

After the Arbiter dropped me off back at the room I had been assigned with not so much as an encouraging word, I had time to think about my situation, and to pace madly about the room. There was a horrible squeezing feeling inside my chest and no amount of pacing seemed to be relieving it_. I was alone on an alien space ship and everybody on it hated me!_ Not the greatest feeling in the world I can tell you. In fact I still didn't know how I ended up here. Stupidity? Coincidence? Dumb luck? I immediately disregarded the last option. I was definitely not here on luck. In fact this was probably the most unlucky situation I had ever been in. But I didn't have a choice…well I did but I would have looked like a coward if I had taken the easy way out. I paused my pacing and sighed, glancing around me at the iridescent purple walls. It was all so…so…alien. Well, I was here and there was no going back. I might as well stop being so reluctant and take advantage of the opportunity. The prospect still didn't excite me.

Finally, after much thought about my predicament that only ended up where I had started with it, I collapsed in exhaustion onto the "bed" in my room and fell right to sleep. A good dream would have been great, even a dreamless sleep would have been fine by me, but of course when one is in a stressful situation one tends to have bad dreams which is exactly what happened in my case. I wouldn't want to get into the gritty details about the unpleasant images that cycled through my sleeping conscious, so let's just say they involved people I loved dying and scary looking aliens attacking me around every corner and leave it at that. In fact, I was in the middle of being attacked by one of those scary aliens when I abruptly woke up and found another scary alien bending over me and speaking to me in a loud voice…oh wait, it was the Arbiter, well I guess he qualifies as scary enough.

"What are you doing?! Get away from me!" I screamed and jumped backwards. You can't blame me for being startled, I was just having a nightmare about being attacked by his kind and now there he was with his sinister glowing eyes and rows of teeth so close to my face.

The Arbiter backed off too, confused by my reaction, "I was not intending to hurt you if that is why you are alarmed."

I looked at him, thinking to myself how silly he looked, all seven feet of him with glistening armor and energy charged weapons just standing there baffled by a small insignificant human being like me. "No, it's ok, you just scared me. I was kind of having a nightmare at the time," I sighed, slowly emerging from the corner I had pressed myself into and trying to reassure myself that this scary alien was on my side.

"Forgive me, I do not believe I have ever woken a sleeping human before, at least not on purpose," he blinked and took a tentative step forward again, satisfied that I didn't again jump away at his approach. He then looked around the room, inspecting it as if he was trying to find something, and then turned his long head back to me in more confusion. "What is a nightmare? I see nothing I do not recognize here."

"Oh, it's a um…like a bad dream," I said, "You have dreams right?"

The Arbiter made a strange huffing sound at that, I suppose you could call it a scoff, "Of course I dream, all sentient life dreams."

"Sorry, I'm just a medic, what do I know."

It looked as if he was going to try and answer my rhetorical statement; these guys knew nothing about the English language, or any human language I guess, so I decided to change the subject. "What's that?" I asked, pointing to a dark pile of something I noticed in the floor.

He twisted his neck to look, neck plates making metallic sounds as they slid against one another, "That is the "pillows and blankets" you requested."

"Oh?" I said and slid off the bed to go check out what he had brought me. The light in the room was a little dim, but of what I could make out it didn't really resemble anything I had seen or felt before. The texture of the "pillows" was smooth and soft, but they were oddly shaped, and the large piece of covenant fabric wasn't anything to write home about. I guess aliens had no use for comfort.

"Adequate?" he asked.

"What? Oh, yes," I replied, "Let me just put them on the bed and see what they're like." I picked up an armful and dropped them onto my bed, arranging the pillows and trying to drape the blanket over them. You could say being a marine all these years has left me with some habits I may never get over, some nastier than others, many of which I wouldn't like to take with me into the civilian world if I'm ever discharged. Making the bed was one of them. The military has these extremely anal rules about the proper making of your bunk. You gotta tuck in like every damn corner that exists but you got to do it neatly or you get yelled at and have to run twenty miles. So don't blame me if I can't break the habit, I'm sort of conditioned, even though I wish I wasn't. Apparently the Sangheili don't have the same kind of rules, based off of the looks I was getting from the Arbiter, but then again, they don't use blankets.

**Like I said at the top, this chapter was written in 2010 and was never really finished but I posted it as a filler until my next one that I will work on writing right now. Thanks for reading! (and I am truly sorry for not updating sooner)**


	10. Chapter 10: Healer

Chapter 10: Healer

I followed the Arbiter, again, down the endless shiny alien corridors of the _Shadow of Intent_. Sometimes I would run my hand along one of the walls, feeling the alieness of it all. Everything on board this ship was smooth and streamlined, unlike the _Forward Unto Dawn _where everything was rough and angular. God I missed that awkward, gangly, ugly hunk of a ship.

Apparently I was now going to meet this Sangheili healer I had been hearing about. The twists and turns that the Arbiter was taking me through were confusing and I hoped they didn't expect me to remember the way. It seemed like we were going down somewhere dark and deep in the ship. The lights were not all on and working properly and I noticed, to my amazement, that the walls were not all as shiny and polished down here. Hey, maybe I'd fit in better in this neglected part of the ship. I was surprised that the Sangheili would let any part of their ship look like this. It felt like I was going somewhere that nobody wanted to go, not even the janitors. It was also deathly quiet and I realized that the rest of the ship had been loud compared to this. There were no sounds of heavily armored feet and clanking armor bustling around, no loud alien roars and exclamations, and no quiet subtle sounds of alien technology buzzing in my ear. All I heard were the sparking of lights and the thudding noise the Arbiter's feet made every time he took a step. I guess we wouldn't be sneaking up on anybody down here.

At the end of the long hallway was a large set of double doors. The Arbiter approached and banged once with his fist. I probably jumped about ten feet when he did this. I mean come on dude; a little warning would be nice! Especially after that long silent trek we had just made. I glared at him for scaring me out of my skin, and I thought I saw what looked like amusement in his eyes for a brief second. Well, if I wasn't good for anything else I guess the Sangheili could use me for comedy. All they'd have to do is come up with creative ways to scare the shit out of me, such as banging on doors and breathing in my face, and they could have a grand old time. I was being sarcastic if you hadn't noticed.

The double doors slid apart with a grace and smoothness that surprised me. I had expected them to moan and complain upon opening, but it seemed like they were well oiled and taken care of. Even more surprising was the alien that stood before us behind the doors. He was Sangheili, but I found myself double checking to make sure since he wasn't that much taller than me, and if you know me then you can imagine just how short this guy was. He was also a pale gray color, which was a stark contrast to most of the Elites I had seen that were usually a darker gray to black. He looked old and wrinkled, almost as if he had shrunk from what he used to be, but his eyes were the most startling. They were bright blue and stared past us into the hallway like he was looking at someone behind us. I must admit I kept glancing behind me the whole time just to make sure he _wasn't_ looking at someone back there. It was so unnerving.

"Master Healer," the Arbiter said and dipped his neck in the Sangheili greeting. His position however commanded respect from the smaller Sangheili and I realized that the Arbiter, despite his respectful words, did not quite respect this small shriveled member of his race. "I bring to you the Human you were told about," the Arbiter continued.

"Enter," was the one word response we received, and the healer backed away into the room. The Arbiter motioned me in and, after glancing at him several times to make sure he wasn't leading me into some weird mad scientist's torture chamber, I tentatively entered the room. The Arbiter followed and I heard the doors behind him smoothly come to a close.

Once inside the room, I was in for even more surprises. Where I had expected something dark and, to be honest, creepy, I was instead shocked to see that the room was actually bright and clean. There were all sorts of bottles and containers containing various ingredients, there were tables and shelves with various oddments all stacked neatly and in their place, and everything seemed to be rather small, more my height. I assumed the size of the objects in the room were because of the size of their owner, but the neatness and the almost pleasant look to the room was so much of a shock after all the alien strangeness I had seen, I almost felt like I was in a hospital back home. _What the hell is this?_

The small Sangheili was standing towards the back of the room. He, again, looked like he was just staring at a fixed point behind me. I stood as well, feeling very awkward and unsure of what I was supposed to do next. I mean, can you imagine my confusion? I went from being violently thrust into the large, intimidating and ruthless world of the Sangheili just a few hours earlier and losing my connections to my world, right into…whatever this strange and silent situation was. Well, nobody seemed to be making any moves and I sure as hell wasn't going to stand here all day. I turned away from the blue eyed Elite and focused on the Arbiter, "So…I gather that he is the healer. You gonna introduce me? Tell me what I'm supposed to do? Stand there all day and never move until I starve to death?"

The Arbiter seemed shaken from whatever phase his mind had entered upon hearing my voice. That or I had spoken to him with such disrespect he was shocked back into the present. "I cannot introduce you to one without a name. You are here to learn from the Healer. What you will learn I cannot say because I do not know. That is a question for the Healer. I would advise you to use caution when dealing with him. He is not one to be closely associated with. Those who come to him often lose all honor if they cannot conceal that he aided them. You will eat when the Healer has finished with you."

Wait…what? Now my already confused and overwhelmed mind was even more confused. So he was saying that this guy didn't have any honor and it was basically a bad thing to come and see him? Why did Elites come to see him anyways? He was a healer so they must come to see him to get healed…and that's apparently a bad thing in Sangheili custom as I have learned firsthand. So I guess being the one who heals people is even worse than getting healed. Wow, no wonder no one on this ship liked me.

"Healer, you may approach and instruct this human. By order of the Shipmaster," the Arbiter said, directing his words towards the Healer but avoiding his eyes. It seemed to make the Arbiter uncomfortable to be near him.

"You are to remain here during the session?" the small Healer asked.

"Correct, but I will not interfere. I am charged with the protection of the human and must remain with her."

"Alright, alright," I said, interrupting the tense trading of words between the two aliens. "Haven't I been around long enough for you to call me by my name?" I asked the Arbiter. "What? You don't think I'm going to last long enough on this ship to bother remembering it or using it? It would be a lot nicer than being called "the human" the whole time I'm here. It might make me feel like I actually have a place here, though heaven knows I never actually will."

I turned away from him abruptly before he could respond, hoping maybe he would get the idea that I was upset with him, again, for being so insensitive. I instead addressed the Healer Sangheili with as much grace and respect as someone like me could muster. _This should make that overgrown metal covered self righteous bastard fume._ Or so I hoped, and possibly let the Healer Elite know I was on his side in the matter. We both seemed to be fish out of water on this ship. "My name is Corporal Zoey Henson. I am a medic in the UNSC Marines. It's nice to meet you. I understand you are going to help me learn about Sangheili medicine?"

The blue eyed healer moved his head in my direction, and for once seemed to be looking at me. "Zoey," he said, "That is correct. We can begin straight away. The presence of the Arbiter should not disturb us." The Healer's voice was softer and less harsh than what I was used to from the Arbiter. He also seemed to speak with more ease and fluidity than the Arbiter did…wait, he was speaking English!

"You speak my language," I said, amazed to find another Sangheili other than the Arbiter and R'tas who did. "I did not think many others of your race did unless they dealt with us humans on a regular basis?"

"Most do not, but ever since my kind became aware of yours I have been greatly interested in your species. I learned your language and know of some of your customs. I have been eager to speak with one of you to see how well I learned," he said with his head cocked to one side as if listening intently and looking for my approval.

"Well you are doing very well," I said with a slight smile, "Better than the Arbiter anyways."

At my last words the Arbiter huffed loudly and I heard him shuffling behind me. He grumbled something under his breath in his language and I was sure it wasn't nice. "Why don't you go wait outside until we are done?" I asked him. "It's obvious you don't want to be here."

"I am assigned to protect you," he countered.

"I don't think I need protecting right now. I'll make sure to yell if I need you." I replied, looking towards the small Healer. I doubt there was much he could do to me. We were about the same size after all.

"Very well, ensure that you do," was all the Arbiter said before going back out the double doors.

Now it was just me and the very strange little Sangheili in the large and intriguing room. I started to walk around, inspecting the oddments that I found, not sure what any of them were. I glanced at the Healer, checking to see if what I was doing was ok. He kept his head angled towards me but his eyes continued to stare off into the distance. I pondered that over in my head, and finally came up with a conclusion for his strange behavior.

"You're blind aren't you?" I asked.

The Healer turned his head again in my direction and paused before answering, "It is true that I cannot see, but I would not say that I am blind. I am very aware of what is going on around me. I just use other senses to "see" with. For example, I know exactly where you are and what you have in your hand. I would suggest putting it down. If any of that liquid were to get on your fragile skin I don't believe you would continue to have that hand."

I put the jar down in a hurry. _Ok then…guess I won't be touching anything else until I know exactly what it is. _I walked over to the healer and stood directly in front of him. I noticed I wasn't scared of him like I was of the other Sangheili. There was something about him, about this place, that put me at more ease than I have been in a while. It certainly wasn't because he was small and blind that I wasn't afraid. Being closer to him now, I could see that he still had the power and grace of the Sangheili and that he could probably kill me just as easily as any of the others could. Being blind almost made him more dangerous because it was easy to let your guard down around someone you felt wasn't a threat and was weak, but I knew he was right. He could "see" just as well as the Arbiter, just not in the same way. So why did this place of dishonor to the Sangheili feel more like home to me? Maybe it was the medical feel to the room or the kind way in which I was spoken too, I don't know, but I didn't want to leave.

"So, what are you planning to show me?" I asked.

"This way," he replied. He moved over towards a terminal and brought up a holographic screen. On the screen was a model of a Sangheili without the armor that I was so used to seeing them in. It was actually rather shocking to see one without the glossy hard shell they were usually covered in. Even the Healer next to me had a set of modified armor covering his body.

"I apologize for not at first introducing myself, and the Arbiter obviously did not find me worthy enough to be introduced. As you probably surmised, I am the Sangheili Healer on board this ship," the small Sangheili told me. "You are here to learn from me of what I know, but I must tell you I do not know all. The one who taught me did not know all, so I expect to learn just as much from you as you will from me."

"What do you mean you don't know all?"

"As you can imagine from what you have experienced, medical science is not well looked on in Sangheili society. It is difficult to learn what little we know."

"So if it's so hard how come you decided to learn it?" I asked.

"From the day I was born I was already lesser than my brothers. Though I was taught to be a warrior, no one expected me to actually take up the profession and so I had to find something I could do that would fit my place in society. I was already disgraced, so I chose a disgraced position, that of a Healer."

_Well that makes me feel real great. _The medical profession was always one of respect in my world. If you were really good and went through about a decade of school you could even make a lot of money. Here though it seems like me and this Healer guy were at the bottom of the social ladder.

"If healers are so dishonorable, why do they even have one on this ship…why did R'tas even want me on this ship? I'm a human…_and_ a healer! That sounds like a Sangheili's worse nightmare to me."

"That I am not sure of. All I know was that I was told to teach you what I know of my species. Perhaps the Shipmaster and the Arbiter wish to change the way the Sangheili think of healers. It would save us more troops and soldiers if they fought to stay alive rather than throwing their lives away after being injured."

"Maybe they'd think better of you too. You would certainly have more business down here. Have you seen those hallways you have to walk down to get here? It's pretty freaky," I said, shuddering at the thought of having to walk back up to the rest of the ship later.

"Perhaps," he said, "But most likely not. In all honesty I do not think it's going to work. The Sangheili are very deeply set in their beliefs and it takes much to change them. It took the Arbiter and your Demon to change their minds about war with humanity and working with the Covenant."

Okay, so the guy was a bit of a downer, but I guess I should give him a break. He hasn't had a very good life and you can't really blame him for being born the way he was. I was getting tired of talking about the Sangheili and the injustice of their ways so I changed the subject to the matter at hand. "So this here in front of me is a Sangheili. What am I supposed to do with it?" I asked and motioned to the slowly spinning holograph. I then realized that he couldn't see my motion and felt like I was going to be wasting a lot of energy making hand movements and gestures that were going to be completely lost on the healer. He did know what I was talking about though and used a keypad underneath the image to suddenly remove the outer skin of the Sangheili and reveal the muscle structure underneath.

"This is what you will do with it," he explained. "To learn about us you must start at the beginning and with the basics. You are to go through the program I have set up for you and learn the basic structures of the Sangheili body. I would suggest starting with bone structures first. It is easier to remember muscle when you have the bones to fall back on." With that he manipulated the figure to reveal only the bones. It seemed to be quite complicated; the Sangheili bone structure looked very different from human. Just look at all those vertebrae in the neck!

I then noticed a flaw in his plan. "I don't know how to read of speak Sangheili," I said.

"That is why I have converted the program to English as best as I could. I left the original Sangheili on there as well so that you can start to learn our language while you learn our anatomy."

"What!" I protested. "You mean I have to learn all these muscles, bones, and nerves as well as your language?"

"If you would rather go back to your human ship and miss out on this opportunity you are welcomed to do so."

I narrowed my eyes and looked at him. He sure did have an uncanny way of understanding humans. He knew I wasn't about to back down now and was using that fact to his advantage; the sneaky bastard. I have no more sympathy for him. "Fine," I said and sighed really loud before examining the bone structures.

"I will be here if you need me or have any questions. We have wasted much time talking, so do what you can with the time we have left. I fear the Arbiter will start to become impatient." He moved off back to the other side of the room and continued to shred some cloths or something like that. It was amazing how he functioned so well in this environment. Just like a regular Helen Keller. Okay, I know she was blind and deaf and he could hear just fine but I couldn't think of anyone else to compare him too at the time.

I turned back to the hologram and watched as the program spelled out each bone that I indicated in as close to English as it could. The problem was that the Sangheili had many bones that couldn't be related to the human body and that didn't have any human names. I must be the first human that had been given this information. I decided I would have to just come up with the names on my own based on what sounded right.

After about another hour the Arbiter came unexpectedly, and uninvited may I add, into the room. I was startled from the bone structures I had been focused on memorizing and all the old fears came flooding back into my mind at the sight of him. It is true what they say, keeping busy helps take your mind off a lot of things. Well I wasn't happy, as you can imagine, to have all those thoughts come back to me, and I found myself giving him a very nasty glare.

"What," I snapped at him. If at first he hadn't noticed the glare, he certainly noticed the tone in my voice. His eyes seemed to glare back at me when he said, "It is time to leave, unless you wish to stay hear all night and receive no human sustenance."

I shut down the program, figuring I was being stupid to try and argue with a nearly eight foot tall alien. The Healer didn't say a word. He stayed quiet in the back, continuing on with his tasks, and did not even turn our way. I was turning to say goodbye to the Healer when the Arbiter grabbed hold of my arm and twisted me away. "You do not need to address the Healer," he told me.

"And just why shouldn't I?" I asked. "He spent time making that program for me to learn from and he has been very patient with me, which is more than I can say for you," I said, anger in my voice slowly rising until I was almost yelling at the Arbiter. I know I probably shouldn't be too hard on the guy. He was just treating the Healer and I how he had been taught to treat people like us all his life, and the Sangheili had stubborn ways that were hard to change. But I didn't care at that moment. Decent humans don't treat others like that and I liked to think of myself as a decent human.

The Arbiter seemed at a loss for words and just stared at me as I walked over to the Healer. "Thank you for showing me what you have. I hope to see you again soon," I said to him. He inclined his head slightly towards me and I could tell he was keeping a keen ear out for any movement from the Arbiter. I then walked straight passed the Arbiter and out the double doors.

Once in the hall I stopped and waited. I didn't know my way back and I wasn't about to try and find my way in those dark and creepy corridors. I may get irritated easily by the Arbiter, but I was lost in this place without him. 

**Thank you for the reviews! It is good to hear from you again, and I will take any suggestions for the story into consideration - Dolphinlight **
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Chapter 11: An Elegant Weapon

The "mess hall" was loud and packed with the large bodies of the Sangheili. The sheer amount of noise coming from this particular area of the ship was enough to make even the bravest marine think twice before entering, so you can imagine how I felt when the Arbiter lead me here after my session with the Healer. It was especially nerve racking for me since I had just spent the majority of my day in the quiet and isolated room with the blind Sangheili healer, and walking through silent hallways, to now be thrust into a completely different situation in which everything was loud and violent. Forgive me if it was just a little bit too much for my brain to handle.

"You have got to be crazy to think that I am going to eat in there with all those things!" I found myself yelling at the Arbiter. Actually, I had to yell for him to hear me over the racket the feasting Sangheili were making, so maybe that was a good cover for the anger I felt when I yelled it at him.

The Arbiter surveyed the scene before him and then glanced at me, taking into account the stubborn look I had on my face and the way I had crossed my arms against my chest. I know that the Sangheili probably don't understand human body language well, but hopefully the Arbiter had been around humans long enough to recognize that when we took this particular stance and got this particular look in our faces, it meant hell was probably going to have to freeze over before we were going to change our minds, and I was not going to go in that room and sit at a table with those monsters. Imagine how ridiculous I would look! Squashed in between two giant aliens and trying to eat my food with a little knife and fork? No, I wasn't going to go through that. Besides, it looked like the Sangheili just tore their food apart and ate it with their hands. No manners at all! How could I be expected to eat anything if I had to sit across from a messy Elite and watch him throw his lunch all over the table.

"We must go through the room to where the meal is prepared and retrieve it, and then perhaps I can find a more isolated place for you to eat," the Arbiter said. He set off with a confident stride into the room full of hungry Elites and seemed to be making his way to the far side of the room where there was a wide selection of food. I, of course, didn't share his nerve and balked at following him. _Come on, Zoey, just breath, hold your head up high, follow the Arbiter, and don't look at anyone. You can do this!_ I might have been telling myself this, but my body wasn't listening and I still stood rooted in the place I was.

The Arbiter turned back to me when he finally noticed I wasn't following. "Perhaps you are not hungry?" he asked.

"No, no, it's not that, it's…well…I don't really feel comfortable walking through there. You saw what happened when that Sangheili tried to kill me the other day, and that was just one of them. There's a whole room of them over there," I feebly said, gesturing to the crowd.

Of course, in that moment, my luck changed for the worse and every single Sangheili in the room seemed to finally notice that I was there. I felt hundreds of eyes silently staring at me. The noise had certainly died down quite a bit, but I don't think the situation had gotten any better.

The Arbiter didn't seem to think so. "There, the noise has stopped and so have the Sangheili. You should have no trouble following me now." He turned back into the room and started walking towards the food.

_Yeah, no problem I all,_ I thought with sarcasm, and finally forced myself to move.

It was like a silent gauntlet walking through the rows and rows of angry scowls and glares to the far side of the room. No one made any moves against me, but I would have almost preferred that to the eerie stares. There's nothing like a good fight to get the adrenaline going and help lessen the fear you feel. The stillness in the room was terrifying. It felt like at any moment the barrier holding the Sangheili back was going to burst, and I would be right in the middle of it all with no cover and no weapons. What would the Arbiter be able to do against that? He'd probably just give up and let them eat me.

Pretty soon (though it felt like forever) I reached the side of the room where the food was. I took one look at it and felt instantly sick. It was just as I had feared; meat, meat, and more meat that didn't look in any way prepared of properly cook. I couldn't believe I was already missing the military MRE rations I used to have to eat back at my base. Even that cardboard would be better than this.

"Not to your liking?" the Arbiter asked. I guess he noticed the look on my face.

"Uh…is there anything else? A salad maybe? Some bread? A glass of water?"

"Forgive me but I am not sure what a "salad" is."

"Then you probably don't have any," I mumbled under my breath and busied myself looking over the selection of various meats trying to find anything that looked familiar. I guess the Sangheili didn't have cows. _I wonder what they do have?_

"Do you at least have somewhere I could cook some of this? Like a fire at least or something that generates heat?" I asked, exasperated at my choices.

"We might possibly use some sort of plasma conduit," he said thoughtfully. He then grabbed himself some of the food and slapped a thick piece of something onto a plate for me. "Compared to your size this appears to be enough to sustain you," he said and then started back off down the Elite gauntlet again. I followed, taking many hurried small steps for each of his long strides, and we were soon out of the room_, thank God_, and on our way down more corridors to a more secluded place. As soon as we left, the noisy growls and snarls of the Sangheili mess hall started up again and I felt they sounded even fiercer than before. Well at least I left a good impression right?

I began to recognize some of the panels on the walls as we were walking and realized we were going back to my quarters. We arrived at a door and the Arbiter told me to place my hand on the panel beside the door to open it, which I did, though to me it could have been any room, they all looked the same. We entered the room and it was just as bland and alien as I remembered it being, except this time there wasn't the comforting presence of a Spartan and a snarky AI to make me feel better.

The Arbiter was right behind me though, and since I still didn't like the feeling of an imposing alien presence looming over me I entered further into the room in a hurry. He followed and the door closed behind us. He set the trays of food down on a shelf and immediately walked over to one of the walls of my room and tore a panel off of it with a loud noise and, of course, with no warning to me.

"Hey!" I cried out when I finally realized what he was doing. "What do you think you're doing? This is my room and I don't remember giving you permission to destroy it!"

I walked up to him and tried to pry the wall panel out of his hands but he casually shoved me back as the wall sparked and exploded where he had destroyed it. "Careful, you humans seem to have no concern for your own safety," he said as sparks continued to shoot out from the wall. "That is highly volatile plasma in there."

"Then why did you go and rip off the panel if you knew it was going to explode?"

"How else was I going to access the plasma conduits? Just be patient, the sparks will die down soon."

I snorted and sat down on my bed with my arms crossed again. He was so irritating! The way he reacted to everything so calmly no matter what, the way he just pushed me around nonchalantly like I meant nothing. He treated me like a small unruly child who knew absolutely nothing about the world. I wonder if that's how he really saw me? Maybe he had no respect for any human. That's not true though, he respects the Master Chief and even Commander Keyes; maybe it was just me. I had been acting rather ungrateful and had been being stubborn about almost everything since I got here, but I was scared and nervous and tended to react without thinking things through. I wish I could make him understand. I wasn't trying to be difficult…I'm just…oh I don't know what!

The Arbiter was busy with the wall while my little tantrum of thoughts was running through my head. The sparks and fires had died down like he said they would and now he was messing with the components of a plasma conduit. I don't know much about mechanics or technology or the way things work, I'm more of a biological or medical minded person, and I sure hoped he knew what he was doing! I had an uneasy thought of waking up in the middle of the night with an exploding wall and getting burned up in a flash of flames and plasma.

"Um…is that safe?" I asked the alien.

"Yes," came the reply from where his face was inserted into the wall.

"I mean, you do know what you are doing? It's not going to explode or something later on right? Despite what you think, humans usually have a high sense of self preservation."

The Arbiter sighed and removed his head from the wall, revealing a coil of blue hot plasma humming serenely in the quiet room. "You seem to have a problem with trusting others, Corporal," he said to me.

"It's you and the other Sangheili I have trust issues with. I did just recently find out you guys are on our side you know."

The Arbiter regarded that statement for a while before answering. "If you still feel you are in danger aboard this ship –"

"_Still _feel I'm in danger! I've felt that way since I got here and I highly doubt I am ever not going to feel like someone is going to attack me around every corner! I mean did you see what happened when we went to get food? Every single one of those Sangheili were imagining what I would look like skinned and cooked, not to mention what I would taste like. I'm just being a realist here when I say this, but it's obvious nobody wants me here," I ranted. _There I go again, ranting and complaining._

"That is not entirely true. R'tas and I requested your presence here and the Healer seemed more than willing to share his time with you."

"Oh, wow, what does that make? Three out of three thousand?"

The giant alien didn't reply to that, but took my slab of meat and set the plate over the conduit in the wall. "The conduit is safe as long as you do not touch it. Simply hold the plate over it and the food should be "cooked" as well as it can be. I would recommend replacing the wall panel when you are not using it to prevent accidental burns."

I guess that meant he didn't feel like arguing with me at the moment.

"Thank you," I mumbled when he handed the plate to me. Unfortunately I didn't exactly have the tough skin of the Elites and the hot plate seared my hand when I touched it. I yelled and dropped it, but the Arbiter caught it without any problems before it hit the floor. _Great, just another reason for him to treat me like a weakling._

The Arbiter made no further comment and set the plate down as I sucked on my burnt fingers. Then the awkward silence settled upon us like I knew it would. I could never escape awkward silence when in a quiet place with one other person I didn't know very well. If there was anyone I knew nothing about, it was the Arbiter. Neither of us were touching our food. I sat there, fingers in my mouth and staring at my boots, while he seemed deep in thought.

Finally I couldn't stand it. "Are you going to eat?" I asked.

"I considered it, but then thought better. You would probably not enjoy seeing me eat."

"Oh, well, probably not," I said.

"Are you going to eat?" he asked. "You had said you required nutrients."

"Yeah, well, cooked or not this isn't exactly what I had in mind. Actually, I don't know what I thought."

"Next time we resupply I will see what I can do about acquiring food that is more palatable to humans. For now you should at least try it."

I looked at the meat on my plate; I guess the plasma conduit help a little but it still didn't look like a sirloin cut of steak. "Uh, do I just pick it up in my hands and…?"

"Yes," he replied.

_Right, easy, just pretend you are an uncouth slob._ I held one side of the meat in my hands and, with a sideways look at the Arbiter who seemed to be watching me intently; I bit down on the thick chunk of meat. With much tugging and grinding of the teeth I finally got a larger than intended piece in my mouth and began the arduous task of chewing it down enough to swallow. After several minutes I finally got it down. The flavor was sort of covered up by the amount of chewing I had to do, but overall it wasn't terrible; just tough as hell.

"Odd," the Arbiter said after I was done with my first bite. "Do humans always grind up their food in their mouths for so long like you did?"

"Well that was a particularly large and tough piece of meat, but yes usually we do," I replied, too surprised at the question to be insulted. "Sangheili don't chew their food?"

"Not usually."

"So," I said after another large mouthful of meat, "Why do you hate this Healer guy so much?"

He looked confused at first by my question, but then I think he realized what I was talking about because he seemed to get very uncomfortable. At least I think that was what he was feeling. I don't know much about Sangheili behavior, but he suddenly seemed very interested in his meat. "I do not understand what you mean," he finally said.

"Why don't you like the Healer? When we were in there with him all you wanted to do was leave, and when we were leaving you treated him with a lot of disrespect and seemed to want me to do the same. If you can remember, that made me very mad."

"I am sure you already know the answer to that."

"What? That Sangheili don't find it honorable to be healed or touched by a healer? I really don't see why you should dislike someone just because you don't like his job. Besides, I thought the reason I was brought on board this ship was to help the Sangheili realize how beneficial medical help could be," I pointed out.

"That is true," he said, "I, however, find it difficult to change the way I have been taught to feel. We Sangheili are very devout in our ways."

"You could at least try. I mean, no one's down there anyways. It's not like any one is going to see you be civil to him. That way my lessons can be a little less awkward and I can rest easier knowing I'm not going to have to break up a fight between you two. You know how great that would turn out," I said and grimaced imagining two Elites squashing me flat as I tried to get between them.

"I would never fight with him. It would be a disgrace to draw a blade against one of his kind."

"One of his _kind_? Wow, you and the rest of the Sangheili really know how to ostracize someone. You do realize you are sharing a meal with one of his kind right now," I said and pointed to the red cross on my jacket sleeve.

"That is different, you are a human."

"I guess I have my own kind too then, huh."

"I would like to speak of something else," he said and looked at me pointedly.

"Fine, fine," I sighed, seeing I was getting nowhere with this stubborn alien. "Could you at least try to be a little nicer to him, though? For me?"

"Hmm," he grunted in that deep growl of a voice he had. I wasn't sure what that meant, but hopefully it was positive.

We sat quietly for a bit more while I worked on some more of my food. I realized that I was feeling better after eating, which is usually the case. That's when I remembered something that had genuinely excited me earlier. "When do I get to start learning how to use an energy sword?" I asked.

All I got in response was a stare from those intense eyes of his.

"What! You said I could learn the other day," I argued.

"I did not expect you to ask about it so soon. I do not have any preparations or accommodations for such an activity to take place."

"Well it's one of the only things besides working with the Healer that I have been interested in," I said in a low voice laced with disappointment.

He let out another one of his deep sighs and stood up. "Let us go, then," he said.

I looked up at him in surprise. Go? Now? To learn how to use an energy sword? The Elites certainly didn't like wasting any time, and to think all it took was a little bit of sad disappointment to get what I wanted. Maybe I could use that little trick all the time. I put the plate down, I had finished most of it any ways and didn't feel like I could eat any more, and stood up with him. "Uh, do I need anything?"

"No, just a sharp and open mind," he said, opening the door to my room and stepping out into the hall. I followed, actually slightly excited for once since coming aboard the _Shadow of Intent_.

We walked towards the training area; at least I think we did since I had no idea where we were at any time. It was a lot more silent than I remembered last time I had come here. I didn't hear any sounds of practicing Elites along the way and when we finally reached the training area I didn't see anyone around either. The Arbiter led me into a large room with nothing in it and told me to wait. He soon came back with one energy sword handle in his hands and stood across from me with it.

"We are fortunate that at this hour all warriors and ship personnel are at their duty stations. In the future, I can set a time for us to come and train and no one else will be allowed," he told me.

"Why? I don't really mind if the other Sangheili are here, as long as they don't laugh at me," I said.

"Because, training to use an energy sword is reserved for only high ranking Sangheili. It just may lead to your sudden demise if any other Sangheili were to discover you with one."

"Oh…well it's not like me just being here on a Sangheili ship isn't going to lead to my sudden demise so I might as well add this in too right?"

I don't think the Arbiter got my sarcasm. I'm really going to have to work on this guy.

"I still do not understand why you are so eager to injure yourself," he said.

"I think it's more like I make a lot of stupid mistakes and decisions. Believe me, Arbiter, I really don't like getting hurt. I am a medic after all."

"What does that have to do with your situation?"

"I don't know," I shrugged. "Can I hold the sword now?"

"You do understand that if you go through with this you are, again, putting yourself in danger," he said, pulling the sword out of my reach like I was going to make a grab for it.

"Yes, I understand," I said quickly, holding my hand out for the sword. Like I had told him, adding this little danger on top of the heap of trouble I was already in wasn't going to change anything. In fact, I felt sort of like a rebel for agreeing to take on this challenge. Only higher ranking Elites got to use the energy sword, and here I was, a lowly human, about to learn how to use it from one of the highest ranking Elites. I felt very privileged at the moment and any warning of danger or trouble was completely lost on me. Maybe I'd actually be able to use this weapon! I was such a fumble with all of the others that I had a felling this may be the one for me…even though I could never use it outside of this room or risk getting eviscerated.

The Arbiter nodded but still didn't let me hold the weapon. "You must also understand that you may only train here in this room and with me. You may not come here on your own and you may not leave this room with a sword in hand."

I nodded again, eager to get started.

"Also, you may not speak of this to anyone. Not even other humans."

I nodded again.

"Acknowledge these rules vocally so that I know you understand and agree."

"Aye, aye, sir, I understand and agree," I said, giving him one of my best salutes.

That seemed to confuse him again, but he took it as strange human acknowledgment and nodded his own head. "Very well, first I must explain how it works. The plasma sword is made up of plasma as most of our weapons are. I will not tell you the exact mechanics of the sword, however, since I do not like readily handing out military secrets. It does contain a module for projecting plasma into blades. The blades are ionized and held in their shape by magnetic field generators. Each sword has a battery from where it gets energy. Each time you strike an enemy; the energy is drained and will eventually need to be recharged. You activate the blades by holding the sword in this way," he explained, and with a crackling swoosh the sword activated.

It was beautiful. I had never really been so close to one before and I couldn't help but be mesmerized by the electrical blue energy that hummed in front of me. Every once in a while blue electricity would race down one of the blades and jump over to the next, connecting the space between them for an instant. The sword seemed so alive! I wanted to hold it badly, but I must admit I was a little nervous about holding so much power in my hands. The Arbiter seemed a little hesitant to hand it over, so I settled on just staring at the magnificent weapon and drooling over it like a kid in a candy shop.

"There is a reason only few are allowed to wield one," the Arbiter continued. "Not only are they sacred and holy, but they are also very dangerous. The plasma will burn at such temperatures that anything it touches is instantly cauterized. It takes bravery and skill to use this weapon." He glanced at me as if sizing me up. I can only imagine what he was seeing; a small, disheveled, girl playing army in some warn fatigues and a pair of combat boots. I was anything but honorable and sophisticated and I had no skill, but I _was_ brave. I had proved that time and time again when I dashed out under fire to save a wounded soldier.

I looked back at him expectantly. He hadn't brought me here and explained all that just to deny me the sword now. He realized this too and, very carefully and cautiously, handed the sword to me and showed me where to hold it. He still had his hand on the sword while he showed me, but when he did finally let go and let me hold it on my own I nearly dropped it. _Shit, it was heavier than I thought!_

The Arbiter immediately grabbed the sword as I lost grip on it and took it from my hand. "Hey, wait, wait, I got it! It was just a little heavier than I expected but I can handle it," I protested and reached for the sword again.

He held it out of my reach, which wasn't very hard since he was so much taller than me, and turned it off. Immediately the room seemed quieter and duller without the hum of the sword and the bright electric light it gave off. "This is not a human play thing," the Arbiter scolded. "You must learn to treat it with respect just like any weapon."

"I know, I'm sorry," I protested again. "I already told you it only took me by surprise. I'm not a child and I've been through weapons training before. I think I know how to respect a weapon."

"From what I hear you do not use weapons very well."

I narrowed my eyes at him, "Where did you hear that?"

"It matters not. What does matter is that you learn how to hold and respect the blade before actually using it."

"Then show me," I said and held out a hand again, determined to get my way in this matter and not let the fact he knew about my ineptitude with guns annoy me.

The Arbiter clacked his mandibles together in annoyance but seemed to decide it was best to let me try again. He handed me the weapons and it activated in my hand. I was ready for it this time and I smiled as the beauty of the blade came swooshing out again and crackled with power. It was still a little heavy in my hand and I realized I may have to build up my arms a little more too properly handle it. It was also a little long for me too. I realize these swords were made for the massive Sangheili and that in the hands of a female human it must look pretty ridiculous and useless, but if I could I wanted to learn how to make it dance just like the Sangheili do.

I moved the energy sword around in the air, feeling the weight of it in my hand and seeing how far I could take it at the moment. That is until the Arbiter decided I had had enough fun and swiftly took it back before I could even get my moves on. "That is enough for today," he said. "The crew will soon be coming to train and I believe you have been properly introduced to the blade."

"When do I get to start practicing with it?" I asked and looked longingly at the sword as he deactivated it and went to put it away.

"In time. First you must learn the basic patterns to wielding it, and we will not be using live energy swords for that."

**Sorry this update took so long! I am dedicated to finishing this but it may take a while to get through it. Thanks for sticking with it and for all your wonderful and helpful reviews. Energy swords are awesome! - Dolphinlight**
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After the little time I had with the energy sword in the training room, the Arbiter took me back to my room and left me there. He said he had other duties to perform, but I didn't really like the thought of being left in a room with nothing to do. There was no way I was going out to wander around the ship though, so I guess I would have to stay here for now. Needless to say, it got real boring real fast. I started to go through my military issue duffel bag I had brought on board. It was all that I had that was mine on this alien ship. Inside I had a few articles of clothing, (that reminds me, I wonder how Elites do laundry?) my personal side arm, a small military issue computer, and a notebook with pencils. I figured maybe I should start writing a memoir of some sort, or in the very least a last will and testament. Who knew what would happen to me if somebody found out I was learning how to use an energy sword.

After a long while of staring at a blank piece of paper, realizing I didn't really have anything of value to leave to anybody, the Arbiter returned. He had the courtesy to knock this time, since his previous visits when he had just barged in had been met with unpleasant reactions from me. Of course, when he did knock I went stiff as a board, scared out of my mind at who could be on the other side of my door.

"Uh…who is it?" I almost squeaked out.

"The Arbiter. May I enter?"came his reply and familiar voice.

"Yes," I said with a sigh of relief. Though now that I think about it I really had no reason to be worried, the Arbiter was probably the only one on the ship who would have bothered knocking.

The big Sangheili filled the doorway as the door opened and he then stepped inside. "The night shift is starting now. You should get some sleep. I will come and get you when regular working hours resume and we will return to see the healer."

"You came here just to tell me that?"

"Yes, I was concerned you may try and leave this room during the night shift. That would be unwise. The night shift is manned by only a skeleton crew so it would be unlikely for you to find any help if you should need it. It is best you stay here until I return."

"Ha! Like I would leave this room even during the day shift," I scoffed.

"I hope that in the future you may build up the confidence to come and go as you please."

I raised my eyebrows with a dubious look on my face, "Uh huh, yeah as _if_," I replied.

He shrugged, "You just might. I will bid you good night now. Um…sleep tight and do not allow any parasitic insects to bite you while you sleep."

"What was that now?" I asked confused and alarmed at the same time. They had parasitic insects on this ship?

"Is that not a common phrase you humans use to bid each other good night?" the Arbiter asked, seeming offended by the fact I didn't understand the reference.

"Uh no it's supposed to go "don't let the bed bugs bite" but it's really something only parents say to their children. I don't actually know why or where it came from, but I do know that you should never, and I mean _never_, say that to me _ever_ again." I said, staring at him straight in the eyes. "Not only did it scare me into thinking there might be giant alien bugs on your ship, it was also creepy as hell coming from you."

The Arbiter's head pulled back in offense, "I apologize. Apparently I do not understand humans as well as I thought I did. I was simply trying to use a phrase you may be more accustomed too to make you feel more comfortable."

"Well it had the opposite effect. Maybe you should take some lesson on humans from the Healer, he seems to know a lot about us," I said, trying to see if I could irritate him this time.

It seemed to work because I got a very heated scowl in return for my words and the tall alien immediately left the room with a snort. I chuckled as I listened to him stomp off down the hall a little louder than he usually did. _Oh, this could be fun! _I thought to myself as I wondered what other things I could come up with to say that would annoy him. Yeah, I know what you're thinking, stupid Zoey's going to go and get herself in trouble if she can't learn to keep her mouth shut. But come on, this was too good to pass up. Besides, someone's got to teach these stuck up warriors a little good old human sarcasm.

After much tossing and turning and eventually making a combination of a nest and a fort out of the many pillows and blankets the Arbiter had dumped in my room, I finally fell asleep. Another knock on my door woke me from a dream similar to the first one I had on board the Sangheili ship, the nightmare with the Elites chasing me and trying to kill me.

"Arbiter?" I questioned, poking my head up out of the blankets to hear the reply from the other side of the door.

"Yes, it is I," came the reply.

"Just give me a minute," I said and hastily got out of my warm bed into the chilly air of the ship. I rushed to put on my uniform and brush out my hair, putting it up in a pony tail. I'd love to wash my face and brush my teeth, maybe he'd take me to some place I could do that.

"What are you doing in there," I heard him say impatiently from the other side of the door.

"Just getting ready," I said and went to open the door. "Do you think you could take me to that bathroom the Chief and I asked you about?"

The Arbiter stood in the doorway, looking exactly the same as he always did, holding another platter of the usual meat in his hands. "Yes, I will take you, it is nearby and you can access it any time you please. This is for you," he said handing me the plate.

I looked at all that meat and suddenly felt sick again. I couldn't eat that for breakfast. I looked back at my alien caretaker and tried to give him the plate. "I don't think I'm very hungry."

"You need nutrients to have enough strength for the day," he said and gave the plate back.

"I know, but I can't eat that this early," I said and shoved the plate back in his hands.

He let out a loud huff and put the plate down in the room. "I will say again, you humans can be very stubborn."

"Well you Sangheili can be very static. Don't you ever eat anything different, or at least wear anything different?" I asked, indicating the armor that he wore day after day.

"My armor is a symbol of the rank I hold."

"Right," I said, too agitated to argue right now. "Could you just take me to wash my face and stuff, I'll eat later."

"Very well," he said and marched off down the hall.

When I was done he led me back through the dark and dank area of the ship to where the Healer resided. I was ready for the loud bang on the door when the Arbiter knocked, though I did jump just a little. The Healer answered with a terse bow to the Arbiter and motioned us inside. It was still a little strange for me to be here. It was just so different. Everything on the _Shadow of Intent_ was different, from the Healer's room to the mess hall and to the training room. Each place had a different feel to it, maybe it was my own reactions and feelings or maybe the Sangheili weren't as static as I thought.

"I will leave you now," the Arbiter told me, and turned towards the door.

"Alright, don't go too far," I said absently as he was walking out of the room. Before he completely left, he turned back and bowed his head to the Healer saying, "I will return in a few hours."

I was surprised and raised an eyebrow at his unusually civil behavior towards the smaller Elite. Last time he had just stomped off without even glancing back. The Arbiter caught my eye before he left and his smug look seemed to say, _see human, I can show him some respect when I want to_. I smiled, pleased that he had actually listened to me. Of course, that may be as nice as I can persuade him to be to the Healer, but at least it was something.

"That was…unexpected," the Healer said.

"I asked him to show you a little more respect," I replied.

"Why?" the Healer asked, his blue eyes turning towards my face where he had heard my voice.

"You deserve it, besides, how are the other Sangheili supposed to learn to change their views about you if he can't do it himself."

The Healer considered my point and then turned towards the same computer screen I had studied last time I was with him. He activated it and I sighed. As much as I was interested in learning about the Elite body structure it was a little boring and tedious. "Do I really have to go through that again?" I asked. "Isn't there something different you could show me today?"

"How else do you expect to learn if you do not have a foundation to start with," he questioned me.

"Fine," I growled and stood next to him at the screen.

"Let's see how much you remember from last time," he said. "What is this word?"

I looked at the Sangheili word he was pointing at and saw the upper bone of the arm that it labeled on the hologram. "That's a humerus," I said.

"Correct," he replied. "Now, what would you do if that bone was broken?"

"I would block the nerves up in the shoulder region with an analgesic to reduce pain and then set the bone in place. Then I'd place a splint and wrap it up tightly, and then send the patient off to a real hospital where it could be radiographed, reset if necessary, and properly casted," I replied. "It may be a little difficult to set because you Sangheili are so much bigger and stronger than a Human, but it would basically be the same."

"Exactly," the Healer replied. "Though we are different, basic first aid is virtually the same for both human and Sangeheili. That's why you were able to help so much during your first battle experience with us. However, broken bones are not very common among my people. We are very strong, as you said. You will probably be seeing plasma wounds more than likely. What would you do in that situation?"

"Check to see how severe the wound is and clean it out as best as I can, give the patient some pain blockers, and fill the wound with biofoam if it's deep."

"Correct again," the Healer said.

"I _have_ gone through basic medical training, Healer," I said crossing my arms. "What I need to know is what's different between Humans and Sangheili so I don't do something to a Sangheili that I would do to a Human and cause more harm than good."

"True," said the Healer. "To start, you need to know the Sangheili body structure so you know what bones and organs could be in an affected area and what a wound in that area could do to the patient. Once you know our body structure, we can move on to things like blood chemistry and hormones which are also different between us and could affect how you would treat something more than just a broken arm."

"Alright," I said, accepting defeat. "I'll go through it again and then start on the muscles. Just don't give me any pop quizzes when I'm done. I am so over all that school stuff."

"If you have any questions, just ask," he said.

I studied the holograms in silence for at least another hour, tapping on the bones and muscles and reading the descriptions in English and then trying to make sense of the Sangheili that went along with the English. It was extremely hard and irritating. The hologram program had a feature that would sound out the Sangheli word for you so that you could hear how it sounds, but to be honest it all sounded the same to me, just a bunch of loud growling. I wonder what someone would think if they walked by the room and heard a bunch of growling Sangheili, saw a small human glaring at a hologram, and a small Elite bustling around the room and pausing to help the human with difficult words. They would probably think they were going insane. I know I was.

The small Healer still fascinated me. I would often take small breaks from the holographic program to watch him. He was constantly busy mixing up what looked like medications and poultices. Maybe the Sangheili didn't like coming to him for traumatic wounds, but still found it necessary to order medications for various ailments. It was still astounding how he knew where everything was even though he couldn't see it. He would mix up the right amounts of drugs and powders by using a small measuring stick and feeling the notches in the side of the stick to tell him how much of something he had. He was certainly talented. I felt like I needed to call him something other than "Healer." It was the least I could do for him after all he had been though. _To think that he didn't even have a name._ A name was something you used to identify yourself and connect to things and other people. To not have a name was like you didn't have a personality or an individuality, you were just a tool to be used and exploited.

"I know everyone just calls you "Healer", but did you ever have a name? Like when you were born?" I asked him suddenly.

He looked up into the distance at my words, "No. When I was born, with this appearance and blinded, I was not given one. My family did not really wish to associate me with themselves, though they were obligated to raise and train me. That is one of the reasons why I left and became a healer."

I thought for a minute and then said, "If you don't mind, I'd like to call you Kel."

"You wish to give me a name?" he asked, seeming confused by that.

"Yeah, I don't much like calling you "the Healer" all the time. It's kind of stuffy and you don't really seem like a stuffy guy. I already have to call the Arbiter by his title all the time, anyways. Besides, I don't think being a healer is dishonorable. I'm one myself."

"Hmmm, I had not thought that of that. I had heard humans often like to name things but I was never sure why."

"It gives sort of a personality to what we name, and more of a connection," I tried to explain, not really understanding the full reason to why we name things either.

"Very well, I will permit it. Just keep it between us. The other Sangheili may not appreciate that fact that I have a name. Why do you choose the name "Kel"?

"You reminded me of Helen Keller, a famous human who was blind and deaf but could still function normally in society. She was female so I thought I would call you Kel. It sounds a little more masculine and more like a Sangheili name at the same time," I explained. "Do you like it?"

"Yes…yes I suppose it will do. Thank you, Zoey," he said with great sincerity and looked in my direction.

"You're welcome, Kel," I smiled.

"The Arbiter has a name you know," he said as an afterthought.

"Hmmm?" I asked.

"The Arbiter, he has his own name along with the title. He comes from a very important family on Sangheilios. He lost the name when he became the Arbiter for the Covenant, but now that we have split away from them there is no reason why he should completely forget it."

"What is it?" I asked, curious about the new information.

"You would have to ask him. I don't feel like it is my place to say," Kel replied.

Maybe I will ask him eventually, but I'm not sure that now would be the time. I still didn't fully trust him. Sure I talked back to him and argued with him and teased him, but that was just my way of coping with my current situation. Despite all that I had learned and experienced so far, I still didn't even know half of what it was like to live with the Sangheili.

Soon enough my couple hours with Kel were up and the Arbiter returned for me. I was glad because after not eating in the morning I was becoming very hungry and felt sure I could even stomach more of that meaty dish the Sangheili were so fond of. We said farewell to the Healer and the Arbiter was, again, much more civil towards the smaller Elite than he had been the day before. We proceeded to go and get food from the mess hall and then took it back to my room. I noticed the meat he had left in the room when he picked me up in the morning had disappeared.

The Arbiter seemed pleased that I ate more of the meat than I had last time. I was much hungrier than last time and had gotten used to the fact I would have nothing to eat but this stuff for a long time. I was also eager to go practice with the energy swords. I assumed that's what we were going to do next. I couldn't wait to see the powerful electric blue blade again and maybe finally learn some moves.

"I'm ready to go practice now!" I said when I was done. I hadn't spoken much to him the entire time I was eating since it took all my concentration to work on that hunk of meat, and he was rather startled by my sudden exclamation. "Did you get a time in the training room reserved for us?" I asked.

"Indeed," he said. "I suppose we could go now, it is close enough to the time I reserved."

"Great, let's get going," I said and moved towards the door, opening it and waiting for him to follow.

"I do not believe I have ever before seen you genuinely willing to participate in something since you have come aboard this ship," he observed. "You find the energy blade particularly pleasing?"

"Yes, how could you tell?" I teased and eagerly followed him to the training room, realizing I was beginning to remember the way.

The walk there was going well and uneventful until I noticed another Sangheili warrior heading our way. It looked like he had just come from the training room and he seemed irritated for some reason. His irritation only escalated the moment he saw us. I could tell by the way his eyes seemed to squint and his body tensed up at the sight of me. When he was near enough to the Arbiter and me he placed himself in our path and looked the Arbiter in the eye, not performing the respectful Sangheili salute to his superior or waiting for the Arbiter to speak first.

I don't understand the Sangheili language at all, and like before when I was listening to it on Kel's hologram program, it all sounded like growling and hissing to me. That was what I heard when this Sangheili warrior started to speak to the Arbiter. He never even looked at me, but I bet I was the topic of his conversation. The warrior glared at the Arbiter and continued to growl out the harsh Sangheili language, clearly upset and making threatening gestures, but the Arbiter never backed down. It was clear he was angry and insulted by the warrior Elite and he was soon growling and roaring right back in the offender's face, even louder than the other Elite had been. I, on the other hand, had tried to shrink down as small as I could and I felt myself involuntary pressing up against the back of the Arbiter, thinking it would be the safest possible place for me to be. Did this new Elite find out about the energy swords? Was he here to kill me for touching one? Suddenly the bravery I had felt the other day was quickly melting away and I wondered how I could have been so stupid. I may laugh in the face of danger all the time, but sometimes it bites back when you are powerless to do anything against it.

The other Elite suddenly stopped arguing with the Arbiter and started to walk off with a snap of his four hinged jaws. The Arbiter seemed like he was going to allow the guy to just leave, and he probably would have despite the great disrespect he had just been shown by his soldier. Unfortunately, the Elite decided to make a serious mistake and, as he was walking past me, turned viciously in my direction and snapped his jaws in my face with a quick turn of his long neck. I yelled bloody murder and an already extremely pissed off Arbiter pushed me back and grabbed the offending Elite by his neck, shoving him violently up against the wall.

As Sangheili go, the Arbiter was a rather big guy and the Elite warrior he had slammed into the wall could not possibly fight back. Even if he had the power too he probably wouldn't have, it was death to attack your commanding officer and everybody answered the Arbiter. The Arbiter held him against the wall and, staring him in the eye, said something with a deep and dangerous growl in his voice.

I was just plain freaked out. I mean what the Holy Hell! I was nearly eaten, again! I stayed frozen where I had fallen to the floor when the Arbiter had pushed me out of the way, and watched as my Sangheili protector finally released the Elite and made sure he slid to the floor himself before being able to get back on his feet. The Arbiter then stood between me and the Elite, making sure the Elite would have to go through him first before being able to get close to me again. The Elite got to his feet, and with a dangerous look in his eyes stomped off, this time only giving me a glare before turning the corner at the end of the hall. The Arbiter watched him leave and continued to remain where he was long after the attacking Elite had disappeared.

"Wh-who was that?" I stuttered quietly after some heavy breathing and attempting to get my racing heart under control.

"Scal Retonam." The Arbiter answered. I could still hear the anger in his voice.

"He's not going to be a problem anymore is he?" I asked.

"That, I do not know."

**Thanks for the great reviews and to everyone reading this story! I do love to here from you all! The major purpose of this chapter was to set up some more character building and relationships, next chapter should move the story a long a little more. Also, sorry if I went a little too medical crazy in this chapter. I will keep down on all the medical jargon if you would prefer, but I have to have some in there since that's what Zoey does. I've already started a little on the next chapter and it should be much more exciting...and I've added in something a little different thanks to one of the reviewers that gave me the idea! Until next time, I wish you all well! -Dolphinlight**
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The hallway was silent except for my heavy breathing and the loud beating heart of the small human on the ground behind me. I could hear the racing of her heart like it was right next to my own ears, but that was due to the fact that my species had far superior hearing compared to any human. I could usually hear her heart beat at any point of time since it was shielded only by thin skin, muscle, and bone unlike the heart of a Sangheili that was buried beneath layers of thick hide. I often used the sound and speed of her heart beat to judge her emotions, and right now it was the loudest I had ever heard it except for the day the Spartan Demon had killed that disgraced warrior that had attacked her. She must be very frightened or angry to have such a loud heart beat.

After I finally felt sure that Scal Retonam was not going to return, I relaxed my warrior stance and turned towards the small female human I was charged to protect. Her face was pale and when she looked at me I could see the fear in her eyes. I hoped it was fear of Retonam and what had happened rather than a fear of me. It would not do for her to be afraid of one of the only Sangheili on board this ship who truly did not wish her any harm. I approached her and saw that she flinched slightly when I drew near and I realized that she probably did have a slight uncontrollable fear of me. She had been taught to fear creatures such as me, but I thought she was doing a rather good job of trying to put the fear aside and learn, even if she was stubborn and difficult about it.

I offered her my hand, "It is alright now. He will not return to harm you, yet."

She accepted help up off of the floor and I pulled her too her feet as easily as picking up one of those human hand guns. I had to constantly be careful around her because she weighed next to nothing and it would be easy to squash her flat. I find weakness revolting, all Sangheili do, and this human was particularly weak being a female of her kind. On top of her weak body structure she had disturbing blue eyes just like that Healer did, but hers were too large for her face. She also had that stringy hair coming from the top of her head that all humans had, only hers was longer than that of the males which made it even stranger to look at. Everything about her was wrong and weak and soft, but despite all of her flaws I was beginning to respect her as I respected the Spartan and many of the other humans I had met. She was brave in the face of danger and she hadn't backed down when R'tas and I had invited her on board the _Shadow of Intent. _She was also incredibly stubborn and pushed to get what she wanted. She was afraid, but tried not to let it show, and she didn't change the way she felt just because others felt it was wrong. These were all character traits that I could respect, and though physically she was weak, inside she was strong.

"S-so, what was that all about, why did that Scal guy try to bite my head off? Does he know about the sword training?" she asked me. I could hear her voice shake and the many variations in her tone. She was trying to be strong and brush off the attack like it hadn't affected her, but she couldn't hide the way she really felt from me.

Her words made me think back Retonam and the disrespect he had just shown. This was getting out of hand. Too many of the warriors on the ship were pushing the boundaries of just how far they could go in voicing their disapproval of having a human aboard this ship. It was mainly the older Sangheili, the ones who had fought the humans for the Covenant. There was still so much distrust on both sides and taking Corporal Henson on board the _Shadow on Intent_ had been as much of a gamble to try and ease the tension between our races as it had been to promote health care. The spat with Retonam was not much to worry about for the time being. He still respected and feared me too much to make something of it, but if this human didn't start proving herself to my people, they were going to keep pushing at those boundaries, and eventually the ones like Scal Retonam would find a way to break through it. Then I'd have a Spartan to deal with.

"Arbiter?" I heard her high pitched voice question, probably wondering why I hadn't answered her yet. These humans could be incredibly impatient sometimes.

"I apologize. Your words brought sudden thoughts to my mind. Retonam was in a foul mood and seeing you caused his already seething mind to push him into actions he would not normally have taken. I sincerely hope he will not cause further problems, but he is known for having a short temper. He does not know of the sword training," I replied.

"Well that's a relief," Henson said, letting out what seemed like a breath she had been holding in. "I guess I can understand that. I've known plenty of people with tempers like a short fuse. My mom was one, you know. She'd go off on you if you just looked at her wrong. I always secretly believed she was a little psycho in the head, but she didn't pass that down to her kids…I mean, I'm not crazy."

As usual, I let the strange words she used roll off my shoulders. I had a knack for learning the human language, but there were still words humans used that I didn't know the meanings too. I'd gotten used to this with Corporal Henson. She used strange words all of the time and sometimes made me wonder if I really understood humans as well as I had thought. What really struck me as odd was the way she casually brushed the attack off with a comment about her own mother. This is what confused me so much about her, one minute she was throwing a tantrum about the food she had to eat and the next she was being calm and understanding about Retonam's behavior. The Spartan was easy to read and get along with, our minds were similar and we both thought with a militaristic logic. This corporal was so very different. Despite respecting her for the strength she displayed, I also found her irritating at times.

"Perhaps we should return to your quarters," I said, concerned she may be delirious after the attack.

"What! No!" she yelled, her face turning a peculiar shade of pink. I noticed she turned colors depending on her moods. My favorite color she turned was that deep dangerous red when she was really angry; it went well with her icy blue eyes.

I gave her an irritated look and she noticeably calmed herself down. "What I mean is I don't think we should let that asshole spoil our day. If we back down and slink away then he won in the end didn't he?" she said, glancing up at me with a hopeful expression.

"Very well," I huffed out. "If you are feeling up to it we will continue." She nodded her head eagerly, causing that strange hair material on her head to wave back in forth, and then she started off down the hall. I followed her, interested to see if she remembered the way.

We soon arrived at the training area after she had graciously allowed me to lead when she took a wrong turn. No one was there, just as I had requested, and I made my way over to the shooting range and unlocked a weapons cabinet. I could hear her light footsteps following me around; curious as to what I was doing.

"Why are you getting out plasma pistols?" she asked, her voice now filled with suspicion.

"They will be the easiest of our weapons for you to wield," I replied and put one of the lighter weight pistol in her hands. Despite being the smallest and most versatile weapon we had, it still looked rather large when she held it.

"I thought we were going to do sword stuff?"

"We will, but it came to my mind that you will need to know how to use something more practical if the time for battle comes sooner than expected. We will add target practice to the sword training."

Her faced turned more of a pale color at the words "target practice" and she glanced down at the plasma pistol as if it was going to bite her. "If I remember from last session, you have heard from someone that I'm not the best shot, right?"

"As long as you have a weapon and you have a basic understanding of how to use it then it matters not to me how well you can use it," I said, becoming irritated again at the way she had started backing down from this challenge.

"Alright," she sighed, "I'll shoot your damn gun. Just make sure we do some training with the sword afterwards because I'm not taking any more of that 'taking me back to my quarters' crap today. It's so boring in there."

I nodded and then activated the shooting range. The lights flickered on and the targets aligned themselves to my specifications. I had heard from Commander Keyes that the Corporal was terrible with weapons of any kind. It's why I had been so hesitant when letting her hold the energy sword. I knew she probably would never master the energy pistol, but I hoped that perhaps I could improve her use of the weapon a little more. I had seen the way humans trained their regular troops and I must say that I wasn't impressed. The Sangheili had been training warriors for thousands of more years than humans had and I felt that with the proper training even this weakling medic could learn correctly.

"Come, stand here on this line," I motioned to her. She walked over, still holding the pistol the wrong way, and stood on the firing line. "We will start with stationary targets today. I would like to evaluate your skills for myself."

"Sure but I'm telling you, don't expect much," she lazily replied.

"Straighten up and take this more seriously," I barked at her. "You are still a soldier are you not?" That seemed to shake her up a bit, but I still saw that spark of defiance ignite in her eyes at my words. So she didn't like it when I treated her like a soldier?

"I want you to do your very best, don't hold back. Pretend you are on the battle field and your life and the lives of the soldiers around you depend on your ability to keep yourself protected and alive."

I picked up an additional weapon and held it out in front of me in the proper way. "Hold the pistol like this. You will need to use both hands for now until you get stronger. The energy pistol has a heat seeking sensor that automatically locks onto anything emitting a specific amount of heat; this makes it easier to aim. You can pull the trigger once to release a shot of plasma, hold the trigger down to build up the energy in the pistol to release a large plasma bolt that can immobilize and enemy vehicle."

"I know how it works," she mumbled, trying out the position I showed her.

"Then this should not be too hard for you," I replied. "Just shoot single shots for now and aim at the targets on the range. You may proceed at any time."

Corporal Henson raised the gun with two hands and took her stance, military training starting to kick in now that she had a weapon in her hands. I watched as she clumsily shot at each target and tried to get used to the alien weapon in her grasp. She was holding the gun too tightly and she was all bunched up with energy and tension each time she shot. It was as if she was afraid of the gun biting her back each time she fired and she kept it at a distance, not becoming one with the weapon. She treated it like a dangerous animal and wasn't relaxed and confident with her shots. She missed many more times than she came close to hitting anything. If this was how she normally used a weapon, it didn't surprise me that she was rumored to not be able to hit the broadside of a Covenant cruiser within three feet of her.

I waited until she was done and growling like a beast at the innocent plasma pistol in her hands, before I made any moves to correct her. My long fingered hands grabbed her plasma pistol and forced her to hold it up again in firing position. I maneuvered her fingers in the position I wanted them on the gun and the trigger and then kicked her feet apart in the way I thought it was best for her to stand, based on the way she shot and the weight of the pistol. Keeping my position behind her I lifted the gun up to her eye level and accordingly bent my head lower to her face so I could see what she saw. I was quick with my actions because I wasn't sure how she was going to react when all three hundred pounds of my body mass intruded upon her personal space, and I wanted to correct her position before she did anything.

Her reaction was much quicker than I had anticipated and I felt her tense up as soon as I touched her. Her breath caught and she held it in as every muscle in her body tightened and hardened up, making it seem like she had expanded in size. I could even feel her eyes widen in her head and what looked like tiny little hairs on her arms raise up, but despite all that, she showed an incredible amount of self control and didn't move an inch. Her heart was loud, so very loud in my ears and it raced at speed I had never heard it reach before. It was so fast and beat with such force that I could feel it physically beat through her body where my chest was touching her back.

This was not going to do at all. If she couldn't handle being this close to a Sangheili here in this situation, then how was she expected to deal with us on the battle field? I hadn't seen her when she first treated the wounded Sangheili on Epsilon 7, but now I wondered how she had actually pulled it off. I tried to focus and ignore the loud beating of her heart that assaulted my sensitive ears. I had to show her what she needed to know so I could back off quickly before she had a heart attack.

"It would be to the benefit of both of us if you could take in a breath and calm yourself down," I said into one of her strangely shaped ears. She took a shaky, rattling breath and I could tell she was attempting to slow her heart rate down but it seemed my words may have had the opposite effect of what I had hoped. I sighed and then backed off, letting her go and dropping her hands back down. She nearly dropped the plasma pistol as soon as I did.

As soon as I let her go she tried to collect herself and then turned around to face me, glaring daggers at me when she did. I was a little more concerned with the way she nonchalantly waived the plasma pistol in my face when she started yelling at me. "Just what in the hell do you think you were doing?! Jumping on me like that! I was sure you were going to eat me or something worse! You don't just do that! Nobody just does that, alien or human! Have you ever heard of asking? Or how about just letting me know you were planning on violently grabbing my hands and kicking me in the shins and then to top it all off BREATHING IN MY FACE with your disgusting meat breath!"

Her face was currently my favorite shade of red.

"That's it, I'm done! I'm going home right now! I've put up with it all, I've been attacked several times by your kind, and I've been discriminated against and insulted, and now forced to use this stupid gun only to be attacked by you! I don't care if I have to steal a drop ship myself but I am leaving!" she announced and tossed the gun to the side on her violent tramp back out into the hallway.

For such a small little thing she was certainly the most vocal and violent person I had ever met. "Stop there, Corporal," I called after her and moved quickly to physically black her path. "Say you were to somehow come into procession of a ship, where did you plan on going? Do you know the last coordinates of the _Forward Unto Dawn_? Do you even know how to operate a covenant drop ship?"

The angry corporal stopped her furious retreat and stared at the floor, color slowly draining from her face. I wasn't sure if my words had finally reached her or if it was only that she realized she wouldn't be able to squeeze past my wide girth and into the hall beyond, but I had to talk some sense into her at once. She was being foolish and acting like an ungrateful child to throw such a tantrum without even listening to any explanations.

"I know that this whole experience is hard on you, that you perhaps feel alone in a ship full of enemies, and I understand that you may need to break down and release your emotions in some way. I was in the same situation at one time. I had to learn to work with my enemy quickly and against my own will in order to stop an even worse evil from occurring, but I got through it and I am here now, even better and wiser than I was before. You agreed to come on board this ship and give your very best, not just for us but for your people as well. It is time for you to stop complaining and throwing fits like a child, it is time for you to grow up and start acting more like a warrior. Show some of that strength and determination that I know you possess and that I have come to respect. If you cannot achieve this, then perhaps I was wrong to think you could handle the pressure and it is best that you leave. The _Shadow of Intent_ is no place for the weak of heart."

I had never spoken so many words to the human medic, but it was time that I said some of these things to her. She was strong, yes, she was brave, yes, and she was certainly fierce and stubborn, but she had a way of complaining and getting angry over everything. There also seemed to be something inside her, like a cowering monster, which caused her to explode in moments of self doubt and fear. She had too much fire in her heart, and while that was a good thing in battle, she needed to learn how to hold it back at times and calmly overcome the turmoil she felt inside.

"Alright," she said quietly, but with that same stubborn determination in her voice. "You're right; I have been acting a little childish about some things lately. I'll try my best to do better, I won't leave." She had lifted her face back up from the floor, and I could see that some of my words had caused some angry stinging tears to appear on her face. She wiped them away with her arm and stomped back towards the firing range, bending to pick the plasma pistol up off the floor. "Just one thing we need to work on…personal space and when it is okay to invade it," she said with a meaningful glance my way.

"Very well, I apologize for my actions. I realize I need to be more careful around humans and that I do not know as much about them as I had though I did," I explained. "I was simply trying to show you the correct way to hold the pistol and position yourself for each shot. You were in desperate need of assistance. I wasn't going to hurt you, nor will I ever. "

She nodded, "Like I said, just let me know what you plan on doing next time. I did nearly pee myself when you suddenly sprang on me like that."

"That would have certainly been unpleasant," I replied, walking up to her from the doorway. "Do all humans do that when they are frightened?"

"Oh please, I wasn't 'frightened,'" she said and pointed the pistol down range again.

"You certainly seemed that way."

"I wasn't _frightened_, but I was scared shitless."

I made a disgusted sound in my throat and she laughed. "Not literally! You really do have a lot to learn about humans. How about I give you some human lessons and you teach me how to use an energy sword."

"It is a deal," I said. "But first I want to see you shoot the plasma pistol again."

"Alright then," she sighed, "I think I'm ready. Show me how to hold it again, just be a little gentler."

This time I moved her hands in the appropriate places more gently than I had before, but I still angled my face down to be level with hers. I raised her hands up and looked down the gun until I had it where I wanted it. Her heart beat was still fast and strong, which meant she was still uneasy about me being so close to her, but it was not as overwhelming as before.

"Now I am going to remain here to keep your position. Take a deep breath; try to relax your muscles and slowly squeeze the trigger. Do not anticipate the shot, just let it come naturally and trust your weapon."

She nodded against me and I felt her breathe in deep and let it out. She squeezed the trigger and fired with no hesitation, and even though she still missed, it wasn't as bad of a miss as before. She actually seemed pleased with herself and I saw a smile spread itself across her face. "Good enough?"

"Better," I replied. "You will still need practice."

"Can we do sword stuff now?"

I snatched the pistol from her hand and headed back to the weapons cabinet, "Yes."

I could have sworn she did some sort of excited dance.

**So what did you think of the Arbiter POV chap? Should I do more like this or just stick with Zoey POV or maybe do chapters with both?**

**I just love writing interactions between Zoey and the Arbiter! There will be more action in the next chapter, I promise. I've got to move this story along since I know it seems like they are just sitting up there on the _Shadow of Intent_ and training, I just like setting up the stage first and it all has a reason.**

**Anyways please tell me what you thought about this chapter and the story in general. When I take such long breaks in between writing chapters sometimes I confuse some things so give me a heads up if anything seems off or doesn't fit together right. Your lovely reviews are always welcome and help fuel the fire! Thanks for reading!**


	14. Chapter 14: Are You Ready?

**This one's from Zoey's POV this time to set up for the next chapter. More Arbiter to come!**

Chapter 14: Are You Ready?

"Ouch! Holy Hell! Show some restraint why don't ya?" I yelled at the seven foot alien wielding a thick wooden stave in front of me.

I took a moment to inspect my arm where he had wacked me good this time. There was currently a nice red mark where the wood had made contact with my skin and I knew it would slowly turn purple and possibly green over the next few days. I had looked forward to training in the art of energy swords and I wasn't disappointed with how challenging and fun it could be, but it hadn't been a cake walk either. The Arbiter showed no mercy when it came to training unskilled weaklings such as myself. I think he tried to hold back as much as he could, but sometimes he let the old battle skills get in the way and gave me a bit more of a pounding than I could handle. The smack on the arm was nothing compared to the blows I had taken to the head. I decided I hated heavy wooden sticks with a passion.

I had been training with the Arbiter for a couple weeks now. We went to the training room every day after my time with Kel and after eating. The Arbiter made me shoot the plasma pistol first, which I still couldn't get the hang of, and then he would take out the heavy wooden sticks and throw me one while he took his position across from me on the floor. At first we didn't practice with sticks. He would instead have me pretend I was holding an energy sword and complete a set of motions and thrusts that I would need to learn in order to use the weapon. I had hated it. I felt incredibly stupid moving my body around in various ways and always trying to be mindful of where my invisible sword was. I usually forgot, trying to focus on what I was doing, and I would receive a vicious smack from my ever so patient teacher, telling me that's where the sword would have cut into me if it had been real and that I needed to pay more attention. I tried to tell him it would be easier if I had something I could actually hold in my hand, but he'd smack me again and tell me some bullshit about learning to be aware of my surroundings.

I tried to stay calm and keep my temper, remembering all too well the lesson he had taught me about being a true warrior. To be honest I still thought back to how much he had scared me that first time he had gotten close to me. I had gotten so mad at the bastard! Mostly because I had thought that out of all the aliens on this ship he would understand and give me my space. Did he not realize how much I hated it when one of the Sangheili got in my face or came to close to me? I was alone and vulnerable in a world where everything was so much more than me and I had to fight that timid feeling inside and explode out in anger to get any points across and stand up for myself. I had tried to make him understand, but he saw it as a weakness and made me feel like a spoiled brat. I decided to try and show a more cool and collected behavior around him when I felt threatened or cornered, but that wasn't easy either. Nothing was easy.

Sure he had apologized to me for the incident, and now he always told me what he was about to do before he did it, but sometimes I feel like he wasn't really sorry for making me so mad. I still don't think he fully understood what I was feeling, but how could he? He wasn't human. The boundaries, the protocols, the niceties that humans shared amongst themselves, it was all lost on him. All he cared about was the battle and the goal at hand. I often watched him during our practices partly to try and memorize the moves he made so that I could attempt to copy them, but also because I had never seen anything like him before. He was all muscle and thick skin, in perfect balance with himself and in perfect control of his motions. Nothing about him moved unless there was a purpose. Even his eyes only moved and shifted when they needed too. I often let my eyes wander around a room or stare off blankly into space when I was thinking, but the Arbiter's hard orange eyes focused only on what needed to be done. Their target tended to be me most of the time, and whenever he caught me staring at him too long or if I hadn't moved at least some part of my body in the past five seconds, he would snap at me in the harsh language of the Sangheili and get me moving again.

I practiced for many hours with the imaginary sword before he decided I could move up to the wooden sticks. That had been another misery I had brought on myself. The sticks were heavier than I could handle at first and I almost always dropped it when he would throw it at me. I was slow and clumsy with my motions and he hit me with his stick to many times to count before I could begin to block his attacks. It made me so mad and my blood would boil loudly in my ears as I tried to concentrate. The Arbiter only seemed amused by my anger, which made me even angrier. I would often throw mini tantrums in my room at night as soon as he left me, I didn't want him to know how much rage I kept locked up inside during the training sessions; I didn't want him to see me loose it again.

Despite the frustration and anger the training made me feel, I absolutely loved it. I know, I know what you're thinking, _there she goes again, putting herself through unnecessary pain and trouble just because she's too stubborn to back down and admit she can't really handle it. _I told myself that every night, but I still keep coming to the conclusion that maybe I really do enjoy the toughness and pain of my lessons with the Arbiter. Even though I griped and complained and had fits of rage, it helped keep my mind off of how frightened I was and how helpless I felt. I was finally doing something about my weak position on this ship. I was fighting! I was learning a new skill and I was building myself up. I felt more confident than I ever had on the _Shadow of Intent, _and I was becoming closer to the Arbiter in some strange sort of way. I respected him more, and even though I internally grind my teeth by saying this, but I was even starting to admire him. Ugh, there I said it! There was certainly something different about him in the training area. He came alive when he was fighting and demonstrating his skill. He was so fast! His eyes, though always on target, flashed with fire as he would whirl his stick through the air and whack me good with it. I could see the delight in his usually blank expression when I had enough strength and skill to start fighting back. This was what he liked and this was where he was at his best, in battle fighting for his cause, or training a new recruit and molding me in the ways of the warrior. Sometimes I was almost saddened by the way he returned back to his normal, stoic self when we walked back down the halls of the ship together. There were things that still frustrated me about him, like, as I said before, he didn't really understand me, but the respect and admiration I had for him only grew the more I actually got to know him. It was actually kind of alarming and I wasn't really sure how to feel sometimes.

On top of it all, I knew I was still having issues with the touching problem and I could tell the Arbiter knew too. When we practiced with the wooden staves we got close; there was no avoiding it. I would bring my stick up to block an attack coming from him, and sometimes he would grab my wrist and fling me around, slamming my back into the floor to leer over me, his stave pressed hard across my neck so that I choked. His tree trunk sized knees would surround my small body, pressing in on both sides until I felt like I was going to pop. He liked to hold me there for a few seconds longer than I thought was necessary. I felt like he was teasing me and toying with how small and easy I was to throw around, but deep down I knew he wasn't like that. He wasn't cruel, he just wanted me to know what it was really like to fight with an energy sword against a powerful opponent and he wanted the message to strike home and stick. He knew I didn't like being so close and controlled by someone as big and powerful as he was. I guess he was still trying to break that fear out of me. Maybe he thought if he touched me enough or pinned me down long enough I would get used to it and it wouldn't bother me so much anymore, but I don't know if I ever could get used to it. My heart still pounded out of my chest and my breathing became static and irregular every time he invaded my space like that. Maybe it was that ingrained sense of wanting to be free with nothing holding you down that every human possessed, or maybe it was because I still didn't trust him, I don't really know, but I reacted the same way every time. He never let up on me though and drove me harder to fight each session. I also had a funny feeling that he liked to see my face turn beet red, but like I said, that was only a feeling.

Along with the training with my sword training, I went to visit Kel every day and learn more of the Sangheili language and biology. I never told the blind healer about my training with the Arbiter, but I also had a feeling that the little guy knew a lot more than he let on. He couldn't see the visible bruises on my face and body, but if I knew anything about how well he could hear, he probably caught on I was injured by the little painful sounds I would make sometimes when I moved the wrong way. What I did tell him was how I was feeling. He was so easy to talk too, almost like I was talking to another human. He would listen, and add his own comments at the right time just like any human would. Unlike the Arbiter, he understood me better and I was truly grateful for the friendship he had began to show me every day.

"So how has your day been so far?" he would ask sometimes after the Arbiter dropped me off.

"Alright, I think the Sangheili guard who's always posted at the command center doors has taken a liking to me," I said during one of our conversations.

"Really? That is a break through to be sure. Has he let you know of his intentions?"

"Naw, he mostly just stands there and straightens up a lot when the Arbiter and I walk by," I said turning on the hologram program.

"Well maybe the Arbiter is the focus of his attentions and not you? I hear he's quite the handsome specimen by Sangheili standards," the old healer suggested casually.

I laughed loudly at this and tried to come back with something witty between amused snorts but could only manage to say, "Well I certainly wouldn't know anything about that now would I?"

"Perhaps I could enlighten you?" he asked innocently enough.

"Ha, no thanks, I'm here to learn about the way they work and I'm not really interested about the way they should look."

Needless to say, I had enjoyed my time with Kel as much as my time training with the Arbiter. I had learned so much in the short time I had been here and I was now trying to use the Sangheili language more, realizing I was actually interested in learning it now. I practiced what I could with Kel, but he was way too easy on me and seemed to become stressed and exasperated when I struggled with something. All he wanted to do was help me, just like a true healer should.

"Maybe you should try some of your language skills with the Arbiter. I'm sure he'd be better at challenging you than me," he had suggested. "Maybe you could even practice splinting and bandaging on him? I'm not nearly as large as a normally sized Sangheili and you won't get any real experience practicing on me."

Kel was currently teaching me how to bandage wounds and broken Sangheili limbs on top of my holograph programs on Sangheili anatomy. He showed me how to feel along the various Sangheili limbs for anything out of the ordinary and where the most common places for breaks would be. The long Sangheili necks were the most difficult for me since they had countless numbers of vertebrae and other bones lodged in there to make their necks incredibly flexible. Bandaging or splinting a neck was even more difficult and it was awkward trying to learn how to keep a bandage on the neck in the first place without it slipping down or unraveling. I had tried practicing on Kel's neck and he had been very patient with me, but he was right, his neck and all of his appendages were too stunted compared to the real thing.

"I'm not sure how well that would go over with him. He'd probably be too humiliated to let me even come near him with a bandage and if any one saw him all wrapped up he might have a heart attack. You know better than anyone how he is about healthcare," I warned.

"It was partly his idea that you come on board this ship to learn. How are you supposed to learn properly without hands on experience? And for that matter, who else on board this ship can you practice on? He and I are the only two Sangheili you really have any interaction with."

I sighed, defeated by his reasoning. He certainly was smart. "I guess I could always ask Scal Retonam."

He gave me an odd look, his pale eyes narrowing in the direction of my voice, "That was a joke, wasn't it?"

"Haha, yeah. That guy would kill me as soon as I walked up to him to ask!"

Kel muttered something I didn't catch and went back to his medicines, obviously rather disturbed that I'd made a joke about something so serious. "The least you could do is ask the Arbiter," the healer finally said. "You could practice in here where no one would see you and we'd make sure we took all bandages and medical gear off of him before he left. No one would ever know. No one ever come down here anyways."

"Alright, I'll ask him today after train— I mean after he comes over to pick me up," I said hastily, hoping he hadn't almost caught on to my slip up.

"Fine, fine," the small healer replied.

So that's how I came to have this nice new welt on my arm and what had lead to all those thoughts and worries that had been rattling around in my head. I had to ask the Arbiter to help me out with my medical training as soon as we were done practicing and I wasn't looking forward to backing him into a corner about it. Despite the courtesy he had been trying to show Kel over the past week, I could still tell he hated visiting the Healer and interacting with him. I wondered if it wasn't just prejudice and if the Arbiter had some reason in his past to have such a beef with the guy.

"Have you had enough of a beating for today?" I heard the deep voice of my teacher resound across the room where he had retreated to let me look at my new wound.

I scowled at him; he knew I hated it when he asked that. He knew I wanted nothing better than to say yes and take a break from all the abuse, but I was always too stubborn to let him have that satisfaction. Today I was too concerned about how he would react when I asked him to be me and Kel's guinea pig, so I thought I had better make his day while I could in order to fend off the angry tide that was sure to come.

"Alright, let's call it an early day this time," I said. He gave me one of his, 'I don't understand what you just said looks' and I sighed and repeated myself in terms a Sangheili could identify with. "I've had enough of a beating!"

He seemed surprised and the fire in his amber eyes started to die down once again as I put my stick up against the wall. "Very well, let us return to your quarters."

Maybe I wasn't making his day after all.

As usual he took me back to the "bathroom" so I could freshen myself up after all that sweating and physical activity. I knew they way back by now, but he escorted me everywhere anyways out of concern for my safety. I remember once when I had balked at the idea of wandering the ship on my own, but it actually didn't seem like that daunting of a possibility anymore now that I knew where some of the hallways lead. We usually didn't run into many Sangheili in the corridors either, but I was kidding myself if I thought it was because they were finally leaving me alone. I knew it had nothing to do with me and everything to do with my intimidating body guard.

When I had changed into fresh clothes and finally cooled down some I prepared myself to ask him, but he suddenly had other plans that got in the way. "We are going to the command center today. R'tas has requested your presence," he announced proudly.

"Wait, what?" I blinked stupidly at him.

The Arbiter was never one to repeat himself. "Come, let us go quickly. I am interested to know why he wishes to speak with you."

Relief washed over me when I realized I could put off asking him for a little while, but then curiosity and a little alarm overcame me as well. What did R'tas want with me? I had assumed he had all but forgotten the little human on his ship since he had bigger things to do as a shipmaster. I followed the Arbiter to the command center, and made sure to catch the guard's eyes and give him a wink as I entered the room. I don't care what Kel said, I was going to win that guy over.

The Arbiter and I entered the command center of the _Shadow of Intent_. I had only been in here the few times that the Master Chief had been on board, but it was just as interesting as I remembered. R'tas sat in a chair at the center of the room, his eyes wandered to and from various screens while his underlings worked the glowing consoles. When he heard the Arbiter's armored footsteps he turned the chair our way.

"Greetings, my brother," he said to the Arbiter. He had said those words in Sangheili, but they were a simple greeting that Kel had taught me and I recognized the words easy enough. After the Arbiter had given him a Sangheili salute he turned to me.

"Hello, how are you, Corporal?" he said in English this time.

"I'm doing fine, sir," I said as he eyed me up and down intently. I felt myself rub my hands along my arms. I had forgotten how the Sangheili tended to stare so intently at me. Kel and the Arbiter were used to having me around so they didn't seem that intrigued by my appearance as much as other Sangheili did.

"It appears you have gained muscle, you do not appear as weak as you did when my eyes last saw you," R'tas pointed out.

"The Arbiter has been showing me some moves, sir."

"Good," the ship master barked out. "You will be ready for our upcoming mission."

"Mission?" I asked, unable to hold back my curiosity.

"Yes, the humans are intent on taking back one of their ships that was boarded and overcome by Jiralhanae. It seems there are some valuable pieces of equipment on board the vessel that we need to keep out of enemy hands. The captured ship has been tracked down and a joint operation between us and the humans will take place when we have rendezvoused with the _UNSC Queen of Hearts._"

"Ship Master, I did not think you would allow Corporal Henson to accompany us. She is not ready—" the Arbiter started to say before R'tas cut him off.

"Arbiter, she is a trained soldier and she has trained with us long enough. She is ready."

"Very well," the Arbiter huffed.

The whole time the two of them were discussing my imminent death I was internally shouting to myself, _what! Shit, shit, shit, no! This can't be happening! The Arbiter's right, I'm not ready! _I'd only been here a couple of weeks, I still couldn't properly shoot a plasma pistol, and now R'tas thinks I've had enough training? Well, I suppose I would be performing the duties of a medic during the battle, but I was still as nervous as all hell thinking about having to go back onto the battle field in the company of a bunch of Elites. I know it's what I trained for and I know I've done it before, that still didn't chase away the sheer nervousness that I felt inside. It hadn't helped either that the Arbiter had tried to tell R'tas he didn't think I was ready. If he didn't have faith in me then was I really prepared?

My face must have betrayed my thoughts because I noticed the two alien warlords were staring at me. "Corporal, you are prepared for this, are you not?" R'tas asked in a voice that sounded like I had better be prepared or else

"Of course!" I managed to squeeze out with just a bit too much enthusiasm. It was all forced enthusiasm, believe me.

"You see Arbiter? There will be nothing to worry over. Besides, you will be with her the entire time as Medical Escort.

The Arbiter looked less than pleased and I couldn't blame him. Now he had to play babysitter to someone he didn't think could handle the job. This whole thing may end up being more awkward than dangerous.

We soon left the command center to return me to my quarters. The Arbiter and R'tas had decided to leave me out of the rest of their conversation when they switched back to using their own guttural language. I had just stood there, out of the loop again, hoping they weren't insulting me behind my back…or actually, in front of my face. The walk back was tense. I could feel the tension coming in waves off the Arbiter and I decided that I had better stay quiet for now.

The Arbiter dropped me off at my door, but I caught him before he left, intent on asking him one thing, "Arbiter, what will I be doing during the battle? I mean, am I assigned to a squad, or am I back up or what? I didn't get much information on the operation in there."

"I had thought it would be obvious. You will be assisting anyone who needs help. You and I will have free range of the battlefield." The Arbiter leaned in close and almost growled out the next warning in my face, "Try not to make my life miserable by engaging in foolish activities or stunts. Just remember what you were taught and stick to it. I will come to retrieve you when it is time to depart."

He left and I let the door to my room slide closed behind him. My face twisted in rage at his words. _Who does he think he is? Telling me to not "engage in foolish activities" like I don't know what I'm doing! Like I'm not a born and bred UNSC Marine! _All of the sudden I didn't feel as nervous and scared as I had before. I would show him, I would show them all! I'm going to be the fastest and best damn medic they've ever seen and all those filthy hingeheads would be begging me to come back to the ship and start healing them all by the time I was done! I set my jaw, I was ready, come what may.

* * *

><p>"Shit! I'm not ready for this!" I screamed at the top of my lungs as the Arbiter yanked me back and out of the way of a couple charging Brutes with gravity hammers.<p>

"Get control of yourself, female!" the Arbiter growled at me as he threw me through a quickly closing bulkhead and dived after me. The door closed with a loud thud right in the Brute's faces and they immediately started pounding on the door.

Shaken, I took a moment to calm down. This was not the way I was supposed to act and this was not the way it was supposed to go! But that's war isn't it? Nothing ever goes as planned.

**Sorry I cut it off at the battle scene! The chapter was getting longer than I like to post so I stopped it here with a fun cliffhanger and I'll post the rest in the next chapter!**

**So I got this idea from a review and wanted to know what everyone thinks…should I keep the relationship between Zoey and the Arbiter as a close friendship as I had originally intended, or should I bump it up a little more to the next level? Let me know!**

**Some comments on my lovely reviews:**

**First of all, Thanks you all so much! I loved my reviews! As I've said before, by reviewing you give me new ideas I can incorporate into my story and you help me out a lot by letting me know what you think! **

**Intergalactic Space Knight: Haha! Thank you for your review, it really made my day! I had intended the relationship between Zoey and the Arbiter to just be a strong bond of friendship when I started this, I'll ask everyone what they think about throwing in a little romance. Feel free to ship away!**

**Armalite, and the Guest reviews: Yes I realize it was a little strange to have the Arbiter's POV suddenly thrown in there like that, but I got the idea from one of my readers and I thought I'd give it a try. I liked writing from the Arbiter's perspective and I'll probably do some more of that. Thanks for your reviews!**

**KATT9033: Thank you! I love your reviews on my story! They always make me feel like I'm doing a good job and boost my confidence! **

**Varan04276: It's coming up! I just want the two to be more comfortable with each other.**

**Sognatori's Last Dragon: Will do! Thanks!**

**'Til next time - Dolphinlight**
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Chapter 15: Battle for the Ship

Before we rendezvoused with the UNSC ship and before the battle began, the Arbiter had returned to my quarters, carrying an odd looking bundle in his hands. It was dark blue and reflective, and almost looked like the armor some of the Elites lower in the pecking order wore, but it was much too small for any Elite.

"This is for you," the Arbiter said as he threw it down in front of me. "I assume you can figure out how to put it on. It's not that complicated."

I went over to inspect what he had brought me. I moved the blue glistening panels around, and suddenly discovered that it was Sangheili armor, just more human sized and human shaped. "Arbiter, Is this Sangheili armor custom made for me?" I asked in awe.

"Yes, and I hope you appreciate it. It was an endeavor to convince the armor officer to put it together," the big Sangheili said. I noticed he still seemed a little miffed at me, but that was fine by me, I was still a little mad at him too for saying those things to me earlier.

"It works just the same as our own armor. It was regenerative shielding as well as plasma and bullet reflecting abilities. It will cover your chest, arms, legs, and head. The helmet has a display to link you to your fellow soldiers, though you will not be able to understand us, and I personally added a limited capacity cloaking ability."

"Cloaking? So I'll be able to turn invisible?" I asked, actually excited about my new armor. Everyone knows the Covenant has always had superior equipment when it came to armor. I was feeling even better about the upcoming battle, knowing I'd be protected.

"Yes, you will be able to cloak, but only for a few seconds. Your helmet display will indicate the time frame you have. I tried to find a way to modify a weapon that would be more your size, but lacked the skill to do so at the time. You will be given a standard energy pistol as a side arm."

I nodded, still marveling at the slick armor under my hands. It was cool to the touch, and somehow felt more flexible than the Marine infantry armor I was used to wearing. "I'm still going to need the red cross symbol on my helmet and shoulders. I'll also need a bag of medical supplies."

"The Healer is seeing to that, you will have it by the time we leave."

"Thank you," I said quietly. "I realize how much you must have gone through to get this." I looked him in the eye, hopeful that he knew I really meant it. This armor could save my life and I was going to need all the help I could get.

He looked right back into my eyes and nodded. His face seemed to soften a bit and he said, "I apologize if I acted rudely earlier. I was just shocked that R'tas would send you into battle so soon… I am concerned for your safety."

I smiled, I couldn't help it. When he got all honorable and considerate like this it was hard to stay mad at the big goof. I offered him my hand and he just stared at it in confusion. "I don't understand," he said.

"It's an offering of friendship, I accept your apology. You take my hand and shake it," I explained.

"Oh yes, I have done this before with other humans, I must have forgotten," he said and slowly took my hand.

He didn't exactly shake it like a human would have, but the awkward tugging was close enough. It was a little difficult anyways due to the size difference between our hands. His was large, and dark, and leathery. His four fingers made it awkward to find the right position to hold, and the shiny bronze armor that covered the back of his hand seemed to get in the way. He was equally curious about my incredibly small hand in comparison to his. He held it for a while, looking it over in detail. I could imagine he was probably wondering how we got anything done with such fragile appendages, and with so many useless fingers. The differences between us were so striking that I couldn't help but stare at my tiny pale hand resting in his colossal dark claw.

"I'll be okay, you know. You don't have to worry about me. I'm a Marine, I was trained to fight and survive," I said. "Beside, you'll be with me the whole time. What could go wrong?"

He released my hand and looked back at me. "Take care not to leave my side."

"You take care to keep up with me."

"I will not start arguing with you again, human."

"That's too bad; I always try to get into nice heated arguments before a battle. It really calms the nerves."

"Are you engaging in humor again?"

"Ugh! You're no fun! Just get the hell out before I die of boredom before the battle even starts," I said in exasperation and tried to push him back out of my door, which wasn't very easy.

The _Shadow of Intent_ soon found itself rendezvousing with the _Queen of Hearts,_ and the two ships made their way across space with the help of their jump drives to arrive within attacking distance of the captured frigate, the _UNSC Lexington_. I prepared myself in my quarters, placing the shiny Sangheili armor on my body, as best as I could, and rummaging through the medical bag Kel had put together for me to make sure I had everything I needed. Some of the supplies were not what I was used to, but they would work in a pinch and I hoped this would be a quick and simple mission with few casualties. I had only been training with Kel for a couple of weeks, after all, and I still didn't know that much, nor did I have any experience using what I'd learned. Despite assurances that I was ready from R'tas and promises from the Arbiter that he would keep me safe, I still had a rather bad case of the 'pre-battle jitters.'

The Arbiter showed up at last after I had twiddled my thumbs numb and tried to keep myself from working into a panic. The door to my quarters slid open and he gestured to me that I should follow. I stood up from my bed and breathed deeply as I followed him down the hall. There were flashing lights everywhere, signaling battle mode, and I was surprised at the number of Elites hurrying down the corridors to join up with their units.

The Arbiter and I soon made it to a drop ship and we climbed on board. Inside the ship was just as alien and purple as ever, but there were many more Elites sitting along the walls and talking to each other in Sangheili. I was so nervous I didn't even try to understand what they said as I followed silently behind the Arbiter and tried to pretend I was invisible. If I believed it hard enough maybe they would too and no one would pay me any mind.

Of course, that was not the case, as soon as I made it to the spot the Arbiter told me to sit and strap myself down in, I realized that all eyes were on me. The Arbiter paid them no mind and _actually_ left me there with them as he walked off towards where the pilot was preparing to launch. I tried not to look at any of the hinged faces, but eventually the awkward silence was just too much, especially since a battle was about to begin.

"Hey guys, what's up?" I said in a friendly voice to the several Sangheili on the ship. That seemed to break them from their stupor of staring at me and they turned to each other again and started to talk in lower voices than before. Assholes, it's not like I could understand them anyways.

The drop ship moved off with a jolt and I tightened my grip on the straps holding me in. I could feel my face turning green again as the motion sickness I suffered from started to take effect. I hoped it would wear off by the time he arrived. The Arbiter soon came back and stood beside me, using no support just like the last time I was on a drop ship with him. I must look so small and insignificant sitting scrunched up next to the tall intimidating Sangheili.

With a jolt and a loud bang the drop ship docked with the _UNSC Lexington._ A few Sangheili immediately got up and went to the airlock, bringing strange tools with them to cut a hole into the side of the captured frigate and force their ways inside. The Arbiter released my safety harness and made me stand up with a strong hand around my arm. He must have felt me trembling, because he leaned his neck down next to my head and said, "Just follow me. That's all you have to do at the moment. We will alter our strategy later as needed."

"What if someone needs my help?" I asked, trying to keep the fear from creeping into my voice. I couldn't let myself look weak in front of the Sangheili. I had to look confident and strong.

"Then you tell me where to go and I will take you there," the Arbiter replied. I gave him a small nod and braced as the light from the UNSC frigate suddenly burst into the darkness on our drop ship and the first few Sangheili warriors rushed forward into the ship.

What followed was total chaos and I was in no way ready for it. As soon as the warriors had boarded the ship I heard plasma fire and the grunts and cries of aliens in pain. They were waiting for us? How did they know? The _Shadow of Intent_ had been working closely with the _Queen of Hearts_ to remain as silent as possible in order to execute a sneak attack, but it looked like it hadn't worked, unless Brutes were just that suspicious.

Instead of moving away from us and deeper into the ship, the noises of battle seemed only to be getting louder. I looked at the Arbiter in my panic to see what he wanted to do. They were coming this way and we were stuck on the drop ship like sardines in a can! The Arbiter, however, seemed completely at ease as he stood next to me and pondered the new situation at hand.

"What the hell do we do?!" I shouted. "It looks like our little sneak attack frontal assault didn't work!"

"So it would seem," the tall alien said. "Just stay behind me."

I was in a panic now as my guardian Elite made his way to the hole in the ship. I followed close to his back and activated my gun to be safe, not that I was really supposed to use it since I was a medic, but fuck that shit, I wasn't getting eaten by a Brute.

All of the sudden the Brutes were on us and the Arbiter had reached behind and grabbed me with his strong arms, sending me flying over the tops of the Brutes heads and crashing down on the floor inside the captured ship. What I saw after that when I had raised my aching head off of the ground was a dazzling dance as the Arbiter engaged the Brutes in front of him. His plasma sword sprang to life with a crackle of energy and he took the first Brute's head off with one swift swipe. The Brutes, now with some idea of what they were fighting, regrouped and attacked the Arbiter together, but their natural brutish way of fighting was no match for the master of the blade in front of them. The Arbiter's sword filled the hallway with a fierce blue light and the seven foot alien twirled the sword around and dodged the clumsy Brute attack with ease as if he didn't even weigh the three hundred pounds I knew he did.

Before I could count to ten the fight with the Brutes was over and the Arbiter stood eerily over the bodies of his foes, the light of the energy sword still glowing in his hands. I had never before seen the Arbiter fight before, and let me tell you, either I had hit my head harder than I thought I did or my brain was telling me it was the most amazing thing I had ever witnessed.

"Corporal, do you still function?" he asked me and turned the beautiful sword off with a swish.

"I-I'm fine, thanks," I groaned. "Did you really have to throw me like that?" Now that the distraction of watching the Arbiter battle had worn off I began to feel every bruise and injury I had acquired from my brief flight.

"I wished you to be clear of the fight; it was the only way to protect you."

"Right," I said, standing up and retrieving my energy pistol from where it lay on the floor. I glanced down the hallway and saw some of the victims of the initial fight between the Elites and the Brutes. I immediately rushed forward, hoping the Sangheili warriors were still alive, but when I got to the first one I saw that his whole head had been smashed in and hot purple blood oozed out all over the floor and was splashed on the wall behind the body. Putting a hand over my mouth, slightly nauseous, I began to rush to the next body, but the Arbiter stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.

"They are all gone, killed by a gravity hammer. There is no use trying to help them now. We must move on before more Brutes arrive," he said.

I nodded and followed the dangerous Sangheili down the corridor and towards more sounds of fighting; trying to avoid looking at what must have been some of the first casualties of this little expedition. Some simple mission it had turned out to be.

Pretty soon we were in the middle of it again and I screamed bloody murder as the new group of Brutes came thundering around a corner with no warning, scaring the hell out of me.

"Shit! I'm not ready for this!" I screamed at the top of my lungs as the Arbiter yanked me back and out of the way of a couple charging Brutes with gravity hammers.

"Get control of yourself, female!" the Arbiter growled at me as he threw me through a quickly closing bulkhead and dived after me. The door closed with a loud thud right in the Brute's faces and they immediately started pounding on the door.

I leaned back against the wall, trying to calm my racing heart and think of a way out of here. So far I hadn't been able to help anyone, everyone we had come across was already dead and the ship was confusing and full of rooms and hallways. We could hear the fighting and the buzzing of gunfire, but every time we got near a group of Brutes seemed to get in our way. I didn't like this type of fighting through the dingy corridors on the UNSC ship. You never knew what was coming your way and there were no open spaces to maneuver easily in.

The Brutes pounded on the door again and the room seemed to vibrate with the force of their hammers. The Arbiter growled again and faced the door. He drew his sword and set it alight with energy while waiting for the Brutes outside to finally make their move.

"Wait!" I yelled. "Why not take the side access ways to another part of the ship entirely?" I asked and pointed to the small entrance that led the hallways that often ran through ships such as these and connected with other rooms in the ship. They made it easier for people to get from one place to another, quicker.

The Arbiter glanced at the door, "Do you think I will fit? They were made for humans."

I stood up and walked to the door, trying to judge its size. "Sure, I think you will, and to make it even better, the Brutes won't."

The Arbiter huffed in frustration at retreating but followed me through the door and into the dark alleyways of the ship. I fit just fine with room to spare, but I had to slow down a little to wait for the Arbiter to slowly squeeze his way after me. It was a tight fit, but we finally made it out to the other side, and there were no signs of Brutes anywhere. The Arbiter took point again and I followed after him, once again trying to make it to the main battle.

I knew we had reached it when I heard rapid bullet fire whiz over my head, causing me to duck and roll. They were UNSC bullets, which meant there must be humans nearby, and that meant we had finally entered the middle of the fray. Humans…I wondered if I even remembered what they looked like. _Well that was a dumbass thing to think, I hadn't been living with the Elites for _that_ long._

The battle was raging just at the turn of the next corner when we reached a rather large hangar area with plenty of ships and equipment to take cover behind. I noticed that most of the Brutes had abandoned their frontal assault strategy and were now taking cover and firing at the Human and Elite squads that were trying to take ground. I heard a roar of pain and turned my head to see an Elite get hit, and before I knew it I was in automatic, racing towards the wounded warrior with my med bag in hand.

* * *

><p>Arbiter POV:<p>

I was surprised as my small human suddenly dashed off into the middle of the battle without even informing me, while I was working out a strategy to approach the wounded in the safest way possible. Fighting would be different aboard a ship, every experienced commander knows that, and we needed to think about the position of the enemy. But Corporal Henson seemed to have a knack for forgetting important relevant information and, as I had observed during our training, tended to prefer rushing into things without thinking. It was an admirable trait when the circumstances called for it, and was probably the reason she was so good at helping people, but it often cost her. Not to mention infuriated me, I had told her to remain close during the battle, and yet what does she do? Runs off right into the thick of it without so much as giving me one of her pathetic excuses.

I growled in frustration and followed after her, following her scent that I had come to memorize due to the close proximity we had often found ourselves in during training. When I finally sighted her again, it appeared she was trying to subdue one of my warrior Sangheili so that she could inspect his arm, which was bleeding uncontrollably and had spikes from a Brute's weapon protruding from it.

The wounded warrior had, of course, been briefed about our new human medic and had been told to allow her to help if he was wounded, but it appeared he was having trouble following orders. I couldn't help but watch in slight amusement as the two of them sat hunkered behind a human drop ship, with bullet and plasma fire all around them, having an argument neither could understand.

The corporal waved her hands at the warrior's injuries and tried to use a few Sangheili words she had no doubt learned from the healer. Her accent was so terribly bad that even if she had gotten the words right you wouldn't be able to understand what she had said. Next to her the wounded Sangheili was roaring and cursing, backing away but in too much pain to move very much.

I sighed and finally moved into view of the two, making my presence known. "Cooperate!" I barked at the warrior in our language. He glared at me but stopped backing away and allowed the small human to assess his wound.

"Aaah, there you are, Arbiter. Finally decided to make yourself useful I see," Henson said.

"I am the only reason you are still alive right now," I replied, taking slight offense.

"It was a joke, god, I'm really going to have to work with you on this," came her reply.

I shrugged it off and watched as she injected something into the arm of the wounded Sangheili that seemed to take his mind off of the pain he was feeling. She then carefully worked the spikes out of his arm and stopped the bleeding with a type of self sealing foam.

"That should do it," she said. "Arbiter, you should tell him to return to the ship. He can't fight after that much blood loss and the painkillers aren't going to last forever."

I relayed the message to the Sangheili, and he stomped off towards the ship, unwillingly leaving behind the fight. If it had been anyone other than me he probably wouldn't have been as easy to persuade. As soon as he was gone, Henson was off again after another call for help before I had the chance to scold her for leaving my side. Did this human ever learn?

The next patient was another Sangheili, but he was in much worse condition. A gravity hammer had hit him in the gut and there looked to be parts of his insides all around on the floor. He was in an extremely difficult location to reach and it would take a mad dash across crossfire to assist him. I found Corporal Henson, ducked behind some military equipment, cursing for not being able to move. It seemed like the first mad flight to a patient had been done as I had thought, impulsively and without thinking. The gunfire and dangerous situation had caused her to stop and think, which in turn had made her realize how dangerous this battle had become.

I crouched next to her and studied her face, recognizing fear on her soft pale features. I would know that look on any species' face. "What is the matter," I asked her.

"Arbiter," she said with obvious relief in her voice. "That Sangheili over there needs immediate aid, but I don't think I can make it. _Shit_, what am I going to do?!"

"We can use our active camouflage and skirt around that covered area, there," I said, my strategic mind already coming up with a plan. "The camouflage should hold out long enough to reach him."

"Are you sure? I don't know, it seems too risky to me," she said, now with the sound of panic rising in her voice.

"Is it not your job to utilize any available option in order to reach those in need? Did I not tell you to start behaving more like a warrior and less like a pathetic civilian? The plan is sound, all you have to do is trust me," I said, more harshly than I had intended.

She looked at me with a strange expression, and I had at first thought it was because I had insulted her, but there wasn't anger in her eyes like there usually was. This time it was more like acceptance and wonder…it was because she was willing to trust me with her life, for probably the first time, and she was waiting for me to tell her when to move. Warrior Sangheili put their trust in me all of the time, for each and every mission, but for some reason knowing that I had earned hers felt different, it felt…strangely, good.

I turned my focus back on the mission, startled that I had become so distracted by such a little thing. If I wanted to keep her alive I was going to have to pay attention. I motioned for her to get ready to activate camo and move on my signal. She prepared, keeping her pale eyes locked on me, and then when there was a small lull in the firing, we both moved as one from the cover and activated our camouflage, becoming shining invisible ghosts as we darted to safety across the hangar of the ship. We reached the wounded Sangheili alive and unscathed.

Unfortunately, I could tell right away that he wasn't going to make it. Henson tried her best, pushing organs back inside his stomach and searching for something to stop the bleeding, but he had lost too much blood, and before she could even pull out the biofoam, his fate had been sealed. He had died an honorable death in battle, and I respected his passing. Corporal Henson seemed to think otherwise.

"No! Goddamn it! You can't just die on me like this! Not when I busted my ass to get here!" she yelled, throwing a small fit and kicking the now dead warrior's gun in frustration.

I knew she wasn't really upset about risking her life, I felt I knew enough about her to know she wasn't that selfish, she was upset that she hadn't been able to save him. She slumped down against a wall, drowning out the fighting around her and put her head in her indigo stained hands, rubbing the blood from my fallen comrade through some of her hair.

"What are you doing?" I asked, concerned she wasn't getting back up to go help someone else.

She didn't answer me and continued to sit there.

"We need to move, we cannot stay in one place too long, it is not safe," I said, but she still wasn't moving.

"There are others out there who need your help. You are the only one who can save them!"

Still no answer or movement.

"Zoey!" I growled in her face.

Her head snapped up and her eyes met mine, I saw there were hot tears streaming down her cheeks. "I've never lost someone before," she said quietly.

"That is no excuse to give up on everyone else."

"I'm afraid…afraid of what will happen if I move. Will someone else die? Will I die? Will you…" she whispered.

I could hear every word and every meaning loud and clear, but she needed to stop being this strange meek creature she had become and find that fiery young woman I had come to know and respect who never backed down from a challenge and took everything with a fight.

"Listen to me, human, I have never had great respect for healers, or humans for that matter, but what I have seen you do has started to change my mind. I am out here protecting you right now so that you can prove your value to the Sangheili and so that we may be able to find a way to prevent so many of our troops from dying. You cannot let them down and you cannot let me down, I will not let you. Now get up on your feet and perform your duty like I know you can," I told her with as much sincerity as I could muster; I had meant every word of it.

My words appeared to have some sort of effect on her, because she started to get that stubborn look back in her eyes and she set her jaw with a sort of determination. "Fine," she said. "You're right, help me up."

I took her small armored hand in mine and lifted her onto her feet, but she didn't let go of me right away. She held my hand in hers and squeezed her eyes closed, still trying to will her determination and courage to come back, from where the sorrow of loosing someone had chased it away.

"I will be with you the entire time. You can trust me. With me here, there is nothing you cannot do. Do you believe me?" I asked.

She nodded and finally opened her eyes to look into mine. "Let's do this, thing," she said. She let go of my hand and then bravely charged back into the turmoil of battle. I knew all she had needed was a little encouragement and talking too. I followed after her, keeping Brute fire off of her back and slicing anyone who got too close with my plasma blade.

We soon reached her next patient, which happened to be a human male. He backed up in terror at the sight of a small angry human covered in alien blood and a seven foot tall alien in bright bronze armor with a glowing blue sword, rushing towards him. I was amused to imagine what the two of us must have looked like in his eyes. We were quite the unlikely pair, but we seemed to work well together despite our differences.

Once she was done patching up the bewildered man, we moved on from patient to patient on the field, furiously taking cover and saving lives while I killed any Brute that got in our way. Corporal Henson made use of the camouflage many times, and I was pleased it was working out so well for her. Soon the battle seemed to be drawing to an end, and I was glad, because my charge seemed to be getting steadily wearier as time went on. She hadn't lost any other patients, but I could tell she was uncomfortable with many of the things she had to do. She hadn't learned everything there was to know about us, and a lot of her work was probably a guess or something makeshift.

Towards the end of the fight, the humans and Sangheili were taking the ship back from the Brutes. I started to let my guard down a little more and pay more attention to what Corporal Henson was doing. We were far from the front of the battle now, weaving our way through a trail of wounded left behind, and I had become interested in the way she was tying together a bandage, when out of the corner of my eye I saw movement coupled to an ugly Brute and his deadly looking gravity hammer as he sprang out of cover where he had been hiding.

It was too late for Zoey to move out of the way, she was busy with a patient and hadn't even noticed the creature barreling towards her, raising the hammer. I roared savagely and threw myself in the Brute's path, driving my blade deep into its chest, but the hammer still had enough force to swing down and hit me full in my own chest with a loud smashing sound. I saw the world fade to black and heard the Brute's dying wails, but above it all I heard Zoey screaming my name.

"Arbiter!" she yelled, and I could hear plasma fire from her gun as she finished the Brute off.

_Arbiter?_ I thought as I slowly lost consciousness. _That's not really my name…I wish I could have had the chance to tell her._

* * *

><p><strong>Oh no, another cliffhanger! This was a fun chapter to write and I hope it turns out ok.<strong>

**So, from the responses I got about my last question, I have decided to try out a little romance between Zoey and the Arbiter. It won't be too raunchy or anything like that because…I don't think I could write it correctly, and I prefer to see them in a simple sweet romance thing.**

**Thanks for all the responses, though, they really helped out and I'll give this a try!**

**Comments to Reviewers****: (Is there a better way to do this rather than write all these super long author's notes?)**

**Special thanks to Ravemonster, Devine.L, and Sognatori's Last Dragon for your reviews and support!**

**melancholyvivace:**** I'm going to go ahead and put a little romance in, but thank you for letting me know your opinion. I promise it won't be anything to intense, and I love for you to continue to read my story, but it is ultimately up to you and I respect your decision. Thanks!**

**KATT9033:**** I hope you are feeling better and completely cured from your sickness! Glad to brighten your day! It appears Zoey just might be developing a thing for our Arbiter…**

**PalaeoPanthalassa:**** Thanks for your review and support! Glad to hear from you!**

**Neptin The Sangheili:**** Aaaah! I don't know if I'd be able to do a sex scene! Lol, I don't think I'd write it correctly and I don't want to take things too far sense I don't have those kinds of warnings posted on the story. People seem pretty comfortable with it how it is, but I am going to try out some romance. Thanks for your review and I'll be sure to PM you when I can, feel free to contact me as well if you'd like as well!**

**Intergalactic Space Knight:**** I think I have read your story and I really did like it, I just haven't left a review yet because I am often not logged into fanfiction and I don't really want to leave it as a guest reviewer, next time though! And keep up the great work!**

**codythedude: ****Thanks for liking my story, and thank you very much for helping me out with the finer details and technicalities of Marines versus Army. I had no idea! My brother is a marine, so maybe I should ask him for more details too. I'll stop Zoey from referring to herself as a "soldier," but I'll keep her labeled as a medic for the purposes of this story. Thanks again!**
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Chapter 16: The Mark

My ears were filled with the loud sounds of the Brute and the Arbiter roaring at each other with malice. I didn't have a chance to react before they were soon filled with another, much more terrifying sound, the sickening sound of crunching bone and caving armor. The Brute fell to the side, an energy sword plunged deep into it's chest, and I watched as if in slow motion as the Arbiter was catapulted by the blow of the heavy hammer into the nearest wall. For an instance he looked like he was going to get up, I could see the muscles in his arms bulge as he tried to move, but then his eyes lost their orange glow and he finally slumped down against the wall.

"Arbiter!" I screamed, but the Brute was still breathing and I could see his hairy hands reaching for the energy sword in his chest. I grabbed my plasma pistol, and with all the rage built up inside me I fired it as hard and fast as I could, straight into the monster's heart.

I didn't miss this time.

The Brute died, unable to withstand a blade in his chest and the burning hot plasma that I had just put there as well. Once I was sure the bastard was good and dead, I threw the weapon aside and raced as fast as I could to where the Arbiter lay against the wall.

"Arbiter?" I called to him softly, but he didn't respond and his eyes were closed. I knelt down quickly beside him and placed my fingers up against his neck where the jugular vein should be, hoping to feel the pulse of life beneath them. I felt it, thumping slowly and weakly against my flesh and I knew he had survived, but that if he didn't get help soon he might not pull through. He had taken a hammer to the chest, and though the blow had been weak since he had already driven his blade into the Brute before he was hit, it was still enough to take him down. If he hadn't weakened the Brute he would probably be dead right now.

"Stupid bastard! Why did you have to go and be a damn hero?! You could have died…you still could die!" I rambled to myself and the Arbiter, as if we could hear me, as I checked his erratic breathing and tried to pry some of the bent armor off of his chest in order to see where the dark indigo blood was slowly seeping from. Some of the armor must have pierced his skin, but I couldn't budge it, my fingers were too weak and the armor had taken quite the pounding.

All of the sudden I didn't know what to do! I couldn't help him! I couldn't get the armor off! But I think the root of my panic wasn't the armor…it was seeing the person I had thought the most indestructible of all get thrown across the room like a rag doll. It was seeing him lying here, lifeless, with a trickle of blood running from the corners of his hinged jaws and watching his chest rise sporadically as his body tried to breathe. _How could he have gotten hurt_, he was the Arbiter! He was my friend…he was…

I shook my head, trying to ignore his blood covering my hands and start to think clearly. If I didn't take action soon he wouldn't make it. _Damn it, Zoey! Think of something!_ _You will not let him die!_ Suddenly I remembered the helmet and the com system, so I focused on activating it and tried to call for help.

"This is Corporal Zoey Henson, medic on board the _Shadow of Intent_. The Arbiter is down and I am in need of immediate assistance, does anyone copy?" I said frantically into the headset. The reply I received was not in any way helpful. It was a bunch of garbled and very loud Sangheili voices roaring at me through the helmet, and in my state I couldn't understand a word.

_Great, now what? If only I had paid more attention to the language with Kel._ I tried messing with the different frequencies built into the helmet, but time was running out and I needed help fast. I looked around the battle field as I switched through the frequencies, but I couldn't see anyone either. Just when I needed help, none was to be found and I was alone.

"_Control…ship…remove…"_ my radio suddenly crackled and then stopped as the frequency changed again. They were human voices! I quickly tried to find the frequency again, but it took me a little while until I could finally hear them loud and clear.

"This is Corporal Zoey Henson requesting immediate aid. My comrade is down and I am in need of assistance," I hastily interjected into the human chatter.

"Corporal Henson?" I heard faintly coming through the static. "But you are relaying on an alien frequency. Did you pick up one of their helmets during battle?"

"No, sir, I'm the human medic from the _Shadow of Intent_ using my own Sangheili gear. But please, the only thing that matters is my friend. He's hurt badly and I don't have the equipment to help him. I need assistance," I replied urgently.

"Corporal, this is Lieutenant Hutchinson you are speaking too. I don't really understand what's going on here, but—"

"Look, I don't care who you are! I need help right now! Someone's life is on the line here and if you don't help me you will be responsible for his death! Just send someone to my coordinates, now! Sir," I yelled, getting really fed up with how long this whole thing was taking. The Arbiter was slipping away. In hind sight I probably shouldn't have yelled at a Lieutenant, but this was an emergency, surely they could give me a break.

"This better be important, Corporal," I heard Hutchinson's voice speak coldly over the speakers. He ended the conversation and, I hoped, went to get me some help, but I stayed on the line just in case. I also tried packing the Arbiter's bent armor with padding while I waited, hoping maybe some of it would reach down through the bronze plates to stop some of the bleeding.

Help arrived soon enough in the form of a warthog with a few marines piled in. They had brought a medic with them as well, but I think I should have been more specific with what they would be dealing with, because when they jumped out of the vehicle and saw my patient, I could see their faces pale.

"Uh…Corporal Henson?" the medic asked me.

"Yes! Thank God you're here! He's been bleeding for awhile now and I haven't been able to pry the armor off so I can see where it's coming from. Do you have any sort of tool that could help?" I asked.

"He's an Elite…"

"Does it look like I'm fucking stupid? Of course I know he's an Elite! And he's the Arbiter, not just any Elite. We can't let him die! Hurry and help me!" I yelled in their faces. It seemed to do the trick, because soon enough I had several marines surrounding the Arbiter and I, and we used large metal tools that looked a little like giant pliers from the warthog to pull back the bent armor.

We still couldn't get it all the way off, and the armor was so bent onto his form that I couldn't just undo the straps and latches that held it on and remove it normally, but luckily I was able to pour biofoam into the now exposed hole in the Arbiter's chest where the broken pieces of armor had dug in deep. The marines just stood around me, watching in confusion and awe as I removed the chunks of armor and applied the biofoam. Soon enough another warthog pulled up, this one with a few Elites along with the humans, and I saw R'tas step out and approach me when the vehicle came to a stop. Finally someone who would understand what to do!

"Shipmaster! I'm so glad you're here! It's the Arbiter, he needs to be taken to the _Shadow of Intent_ right away! He needs to be taken to the Healer! I can't do anything more for him," I said to the tall Elite.

He put a large hand up to calm me down and then inspected the Arbiter for himself. "It is indeed lucky that I found you. I had wondered what had happened. The human commander contacted me that you had asked for assistance. At least one of the humans knew you were working for us. I wonder why they were so badly informed?" he mused. "That aside, you are correct, we must make haste back to the ship."

He helped lift the Arbiter into the warthog with the help of the other Elite he had brought with him. I scurried around the two Sangheili, making sure they weren't causing the Arbiter any more harm than necessary by moving him, and I totally forgot about the humans who had come to help me or about what I had said and done. I had to focus on getting the Arbiter back to the ship.

"You had better accompany us," R'tas told me and I climbed up into the warthog beside the Arbiter. "It would be best if you were there when he awakens. He will not like being with a healer…again."

"Of course!" I said, like I would have done anything other than that! I wouldn't leave the Arbiter like this, not after he had put himself in such danger to save me.

That's when I finally realized it, and it finally sunk into my head. The warthog picked up speed and drove quickly to the nearest drop ship where we loaded the Arbiter and took off back to the _Shadow of Intent_. I sat next to him, still covered in his blood, but now all I could think about was how he had been so willing to give up his own life to save mine. He had jumped right in front of a Brute and a swinging gravity hammer and took the hit he knew he wouldn't be able to escape. Why? Wouldn't that have been the perfect opportunity to get rid of the annoying human he had been burdened with? Was he just doing his duty to protect me? I remembered back to when I had frozen on the battle field and he had given me a pep talk to get me going again…he had used my first name. He had told me he'd always be with me…was he protecting me for more than just duty? Was it because we were friends? Was it because he, maybe, cared about me and thought I was important enough to die for?

It was all so confusing. My head swirled with thoughts and emotions I couldn't organize. I just needed to ask him, I needed to know why. He better make it through this or it would torment me forever. I looked at his blank face and could find no answers there. It would be _so_ like him to just leave me here by myself and force me to figure it out on my own. I let myself scowl at him, not sure whether to be angry at him for almost getting himself killed over me, or grateful, or horribly sad and depressed. I decided that feeling angry would make me feel the best out of all my options, so I let myself be mad at him, and tried to ignore the feelings I got from thinking about how he had finally called me by my first name and comforted me, and how he had protected me. _Oh, shit, Zoey! You cannot have fuzzy warm feelings when you think about the Arbiter! You just can't!_

* * *

><p>Arbiter POV:<p>

It was the strange beeping sound of some sort of monitor that woke me. It reminded me of a time, long ago, when I had seen a healer once when I was younger and not as wise. The uncomfortable feelings of shame suddenly washed over me and I knew I had to get out. My eyes snapped open and I jerked into a sitting position, only to feel an overwhelming sharp pain deep in my chest and I couldn't help but roar at the sensation. This wasn't right, it wasn't natural! I had to get away from this! My head was muddled and foggy, I couldn't think straight. I tried to move again, but this time, along with more pain, there was a soft force pushing against me.

"Stop, stop, you idiot! Lay back down. You're just going to make it worse!" I heard faintly as if from a distance. The voice was familiar, high pitched and annoying. My eyes finally focused on the two tiny hands pushing with all their might against my chest. I paused, amazed that they kept trying to keep me down, even though there was no possible way such a weak force could contain me. My eyes followed the hands up the arms attached to them and soon rested on a very red face with pale blue eyes scrunched up and angry. I immediately stopped moving and allowed myself to be forced back down on my back. There was no real power in the muscles of those small arms that could keep me down, but the look in Zoey Henson's eyes was more than enough.

"Whew! I thought it would be much harder than that to keep you from sprinting out the door as soon as you woke up and found out where you were," I heard her say, but her voice still seemed distant and I was having trouble focusing on her again.

"Arbiter? Are you alright? How do you feel?" she asked me, genuinely concerned.

I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts, and tried to force some words out. "I…feel pain…in my chest," I finally managed. This wasn't right, how could I be so weak?

"We'll get you something for that, alright? I'm just glad you're okay," she said, a little more clearly and closer now. I could see the relief all over her face.

"What happened? Where am I?" I asked her.

She seemed worried at first before saying, "You're at the Healer's on the _Shadow of Intent_. You were knocked out cold by a gravity hammer that would have been the death of me."

I knew it! This was a place of healing and it was bringing back bad memories. I struggled to sit up again, but anger shot through Zoey's eyes when I tried to move and she began trying to hold me back down. "I told you to lay the hell back down and stop fighting! You have to rest and you're not leaving!" she yelled.

"You do not understand, I cannot stay here. No one can know I was here."

"I thought we were way past that. I thought you had a little more respect."

"I told you, I have to leave!" I roared, but I couldn't scare her, she only got angrier.

"Well if you hadn't gone and jumped in front of that damn Brute and almost got yourself killed you wouldn't be here!"

"If I had not you would have died!" I returned, the memories of the fight springing back to my mind at her words.

"Lay back down, or so help me, I will drug you with so much sedative you'll have trouble breathing!" she glared.

I glared back and stopped fighting, then glanced around the room to avoid her fiery gaze and see if she was telling the truth about where I was. Sure enough, I was in the bright clean room of the healer she had dubbed "Kel" and there were strange wires connected to my body that attached to monitors, beeping whenever my heart beat and when I breathed. The Healer was there too, listening to our conversation with a syringe and needle of some sort of clear liquid ready in his hand. I tried to calm down, knowing she would be true to her word about drugging me, and I didn't want any more chemicals pumped into my body, but I couldn't shake the feeling of dread and shame that came instinctively to me for being here.

"Ok," she breathed. "Just hold still and stay there. I'll get you some more pain killers."

"No," I said, my eyes trained on the Healer. "I do not want any more drugs. The pain is not that intense."

"Have it your way, but you just let me know when your stubborn ass can't take it anymore," she sighed.

"How long must I stay here," I asked.

"Until you've healed enough, and Kel will be the one to determine that, not you. You do have some pretty nasty holes in your chest from that hammer, not to mention a concussion, but you're armor saved you from most of the damage. It's being worked on right now."

_My armor?_ But that meant I wasn't wearing it anymore…and that meant…I glanced down at my bare chest, just now realizing I wasn't wearing the familiar armor, and felt the shame and humiliation again rise up in my throat and leave a bad taste in my mouth. There were white bandages with purple blood staining through on one side, but on the other, my Mark of Shame could be clearly seen, branded into my chest.

I couldn't stand the feelings building up inside, it was much for me to handle, being here, with a healer after I had been so shamed by one before, and now my Mark was visible for anyone to see. I had to fight to keep a roar of anger from bursting from my mouth. I supposed it didn't really matter, everyone knew the mark was there, but I didn't like to think back to that time when I had failed so miserably and was humiliated in front of thousands. That's why I kept it covered up; every time I saw it only reminded me of my many failures. I didn't work for the Covenant anymore and I knew their teachings were all lies, but I had still failed them at that time and it was still painful to remember. The fact that Zoey had seen it affected me in a strange way I couldn't understand. It was as if she knew a secret about me now that I had wanted to keep hidden, and she now knew that I wasn't as strong and indestructible as I had led her to believe. The human could tell there was something greatly bothering me, I could see it on her features, but she seemed to have no idea. She didn't know what it was that I bore on my chest.

"Is it really that bad? It's just Kel, you come here all the time with me and no one really knows you're here anyways. I certainly won't tell," she said, oblivious to the fact being here in this room had suddenly paled in comparison to my exposed Mark.

I couldn't say anything, but turned away and didn't look her in the eyes. Maybe it was best she didn't know what was troubling me. Unfortunately, the Healer seemed to have a sixth sense to make up for his lack of sight and brought the matter to light.

"Arbiter, would you like something to cover up that scar?" he asked me.

A low growl escaped my throat at his words. "That is none of your concern, healer," my voice warned him.

Zoey's eyes snapped to my chest and the Mark of Shame that disgraced it. "Wait a minute; is this about that scar on your chest?"

"Just forget about it," I replied, still not looking at her. "It is nothing."

"Oh, it's definitely something if it's got you all worked up. I though the only thing that made you upset was healers and me. So what is it? What does it mean? Why are you angry about it?" she pried.

That human was way too curious for her own good. I sighed, knowing she wasn't going to let this go until I told her the truth. "It is the Mark of Shame. It was graciously given to me by the prophets the day I lost the Halo ring to the Spartan. I was publicly humiliated and branded with this mark as well as stripped of my rank and titles…and my name. I would have been hung from my entrails and paraded through the city, but the prophets decided to grant me the position of Arbiter, which they did not expect me to survive for very long."

"Why is that?" she asked quietly.

"The Arbiter traditionally goes on suicidal missions for the Covenant and is expected to die. I took the position, hoping for an honorable death."

"That's so screwed up," Zoey replied.

"That is the way it was. I had failed the Covenant and it was a fate I deserved."

"No one deserves that, no matter how much they screw up," she said to me. "Imagine if humans did stuff like that! I would have died the first day of training!"

"The destruction of the Halo ring and the release of the Flood was a great heresy in the eyes of the prophets. It may be difficult for a human to understand, but they were right in doing so. Besides, if this had never happened I would never have become the wiser to the Covenant's lies."

"But it still hurts you too see the Mark doesn't it?"

"It is a reminder of my disgrace. It is not something I am proud of, though there are a few who are trying to turn it into a symbol of honor, now that the Great Schism has occurred. I still feel it only as a burden I must bear for the rest of my life."

Zoey had become strangely quiet after I had uncharacteristically spilled out my story of disgrace. "I had no idea. When we first removed the armor and I saw it, I thought it was just some big ugly battle scar you had gotten in some fight. Now that I look at it more carefully, I can see the shape," she said and suddenly reached out her hand and placed it on the brand before I could stop her.

She sat on a stool, next to where I lay on a monitoring platform, and slowly traced her fingers over the lines of the mark imprinted into my dark leathery skin. Her hand inspected every detail as it moved over the rough edges of the brand, and I had at first reacted to push her away immediately, but it had all happened so fast that I couldn't bring myself to do it anymore. Her hand was soft, and warm, and gentle against my skin. I felt closer to her now than ever, even more so than when we where training. I froze, unable to move, feeling the strange yet calming touch of her fingers, and I suddenly started feeling myself drifting and my eyes start to close. This time when my world faded to black, I was at peace.

* * *

><p>Zoey POV:<p>

He was asleep; I had put him to sleep! It was incredible, watching the massive alien become so powerless and melt under my simple touch. I touched the mark on his chest again, studying it and the way it had distorted his skin. It must have been painful, and I couldn't believe that my heart leapt out to him for having to go through so much suffering. I had thought all this time he was some tough battle worn warrior, who had earned the high rank of Arbiter through fighting and merit, but he had been shamed with the rank and he was hurt inside because of it. He was doing his best to own up to his new rank and turn it into something honorable in defiance of the Covenant. But I knew it still shamed him to know he bore it.

Now he was asleep, resting and peaceful, and I felt a relief wash over me. He wasn't going to die. Kel and I had saved him. When he had woken up with such a start and tried to desperately get away, it was all I could do to stop myself from hugging the stuffing out if him, but I soon got over that when I saw what a jackass he was being about having to stay in the Healer's quarters. Now he was breaking down my walls again with his sad story about his Mark of Shame, and I again felt like he needed a good old fashion human hug. I guess I'd just have to wait until he was awake again. I still needed to ask him about why he risked it all to save my life, and I hoped he wouldn't be a jerk about it.

I heard Kel approach me and watched as he tilted his head to listen to the Arbiter breathe. "Incredible, you put him straight to sleep. That's got to be a record," the older Elite said.

"It kind of surprised me too," I replied. "Why didn't you tell me about the Mark on his chest before? You must have known it was there."

"Hmm, I never really saw what the big deal about it was. He really shouldn't be ashamed about it as much as he is, but his damn pride and honor keep getting in the way. I never had any honor to begin with so I guess I can't really identify with how he feels. Besides, I knew he should be the one to explain it to you."

"Do you know what it looks like?" I asked.

"Yes, I've traced the Mark out with my hands before during research. But I've never seen it on a living specimen. Most who receive the Mark die right away. The Arbiter is the only living person with it."

"That's interesting," I said.

"It truly is. Now you know how he lost his name and why he is the way he is," Kel finished.

R'tas chose that moment to suddenly barge into the room like he owned the place, which technically he did. I was surprised to see the Shipmaster down here. Most Sangheili avoided this area. "How is he?" R'tas asked.

"He is asleep, Shipmaster," Kel replied.

"Hmm, you should cover up that Mark on his chest. He would not like it out in the open like that."

"He already explained it too me," I added.

The Shipmaster gave me a look of surprise. "It is shocking that he would trust a human with such a tale. I was there the day he received that Mark. It was a terrible thing to witness, but we were all so sure he deserved it for his heresy. He has changed our hearts and minds about it all now."

"But, to the reason I am here. Corporal, I would like to thank you and congratulate you on the job you preformed in battle today. The Arbiter may not have survived if not for you. Also, the human commander of the _Queen of Hearts_ wishes to speak with you," R'tas said.

"Oh, alright," I said. "But I can't really leave the Arbiter."

"The Healer will look after him. It is important that you accompany me to the bridge."

"Yes, sir," I said reluctantly.

I gave the Arbiter one last look, willing him to stay a sleep while I was gone so he wouldn't cause Kel too much trouble, and then followed R'tas out of the door. The Shipmaster didn't talk to me, so I entertained myself with thoughts about the Arbiter and how I had started to see him in a different way. When I had first met him I had tried to kill him, then I had thought he was an insensitive asshole who thought he was better than me, and now I guess I sort of thought of him as a friend and protector…even though he was still definitely an asshole. I realized he had really been on my side the whole time and I was being too selfish to recognize it. And the stories I had heard about him, and the way he treated his troops with respect, his courage and bravery, and the beautiful way he fought with his energy sword…well I definitely didn't hate him anymore, in fact I think I really like him, but I'd never say that to his face. He'd probably just laugh at me. I was still only a weak little human in his eyes that needed protection.

R'tas and I reached the command center and the large Sangheili Shipmaster led me to a holograph projector where I could speak with the captain of the _UNSC Queen of Hearts. _I wondered what he wanted with me anyways? R'tas punched some buttons and the stern face of the captain appeared in front of me. "Corporal Henson?" the holograph asked.

"Yes, sir," I replied with a salute.

"My name is Captain Marshall. I was just informed by Commander Keyes of your presence on the _Shadow of Intent, _and she asked me to relay to you that you have been authorized to return back into human custody and no longer have to stay the Sangheili. When you are ready you may board my ship and we will return you home."

The news hit me like a bullet to the chest, it was so sudden. In fact I may have stumbled back a few inches and bumped into R'tas. I was authorized to leave? "Sir, I don't understand, I haven't been here that long."

"Well, it looks like ONI has decided you've been there long enough."

"Did you know about this?" I asked R'tas.

"Yes, and though I feel like the Sangheili could still use your services and still teach you more, I will not keep you captive if you wish to go," the Shipmaster replied.

I could go home? A chance to leave this dark purple place where everyone hated me and wanted to eat me for breakfast. A chance to finally eat some real food again and not stale old meat. A chance to finally talk to someone again who really understood me. There were so many pros, so many reasons to leave, but then I thought back to Kel, and how much he enjoyed my company and teaching me, I thought back to the plasma swords and how I hadn't gotten to fight with one yet, I thought about the things I had yet to learn and the difference I could make for the Sangheili. But most of all I thought about the Arbiter, lying wounded in bed because of me. I couldn't leave him; he might still need my help. Besides, that's not what comrades did, they don't leave each other in the middle of anything and they always have each other's backs. It would have been the easy choice to say I was going to leave…but I was never one to do things the easy way.

"Captain Marshall, if I chose to stay, could I?"

"Yes, I suppose you could. I was only asked to offer you the choice, not order you home. But why would you want to stay there? I can't imagine you exactly fit in, Corporal. The whole thing seems like a bad idea to me," the captain holograph said.

"There's someone here who needs my help, sir," I replied. "In fact there are many reasons to stay, but you may not understand. It would be too complicated to explain."

"Very well, but please, contact us if you need to come home. We'll never leave one of our own behind."

"Yes, sir, I will. Thank you."

"The UNSC will contact you again," he said before shutting off the communication.

There was an awkward silence as I stood there, surrounded by Elites yet again, but this time they weren't scowling at me and muttering. They seemed to be shocked that I had chosen to stay, and R'tas even looked a little proud.

"I am pleased you will remain with us for a while longer," the Shipmaster said. "You have greatly impressed many of my brothers with your decision."

"Well you know me, I never back down from a challenge and I always finish what I start," I told him.

"So it would seem," he replied. "I suppose I will take you back to the Healer and the Arbiter."

I followed him out of the command center, the many Sangheili who were there still watched me in silence as I left, and I smiled. I had really thrown them all for a loop hadn't I? Maybe I wasn't really as frightened and intimidated as they all seemed to think. I didn't regret my choice one bit.

**Hey readers! Thanks for your support and reviews! I love to read them all, and thanks for the PMs some of you sent me as well. All your thoughts are greatly appreciated. I hope I don't sound too much like a broken record by saying thank you so much, but I am just so full of thanks and appreciation that it's hard to keep it in! Yay! Custom Sangheili armor is awesome! **

**I don't have much else to report other than that, so keep on reading, let me know what you think, and I'll post the next chapter when I can :)**


End file.
